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(|)reface 



The selections presented in the compilation 
" Round the Year with the Poets " have been 
gathered from random sources, and are, with few 
exceptions, nature poems. This, the leading idea, 
has been departed from in a few instances only, and 
for the purpose of representing the distinctive liter- 
ary characteristics of some especial writer, or in com- 
memoration of some certain date. 

Many of the selections are "hedgerow" poems, 
gleaned from the floating literature of the past 
twenty-five years and preserved in " scrap-books." 
Wherever the name of the author could be ascer- 
tained it has been given, but many of the poems 
are waifs, homeless and unclaimed. Many others, 
which represent the rarest thought of the best-known 
writers of the day, were, for a time, fugitives, which 
strayed in many directions before they were enclosed 
between private covers. I have, in such instances, 
something of the feeling of discovery, in that these 
poems had become cherished companions and inti- 
mates before they had been stamped with the royal 
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seal of popular reputation. None the less am I debtor 
to those singers whose clear notes have led me 
" round the year," and whose snatches of melody I 
have caught up and sent forth in the hope that they 
may be to others, as they have been to me, a source 
of joy and inspiration. 

With thanks to such writers as have honored me 
directly with their poems and encouragement, and 
with apologies if, unwittingly, any individual rights 
have been trespassed upon, I present this compilation 
to the public. 
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Poets, what say ye of the rounding year? 
Ye whose anointed eyes see far and clear, 
Piercing through Nature's ever changing moods 
The while she laughs, or sobs, or broods 
In solemn, white-browed silence; read 
For us the lines of her strange creed. 

Bring us the message of the sailing cloud. 
Of gray old ocean's diapason loud. 
Of icy glaciers, and of granite hills 
Where Nature all her magic art fulfils, 
Of vagrant winds, which run in glee to meet 
And kiss the poppies in the waving wheat. 

Snare ye for us in web of golden song 

The fluting voices of the swift-winged throng, 

Which hide in bush or woody thickets low. 

Cheering the long days as they come and go. 

Poets, be ye the earth's interpreters, 

And make her ours as we are hers! 
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Wottfalft 



DREARY and brown and barren, lies idly the 
waiting earth, 
Over it gray clouds flitting and the blight of 
winter's dearth, 
But in its heart the promise of the tender spring- 
time's birth. 

Oh, Mother Earth, so patient! how long shall thy 

waiting be 
Ere the sunlight's pleading kisses shall thrill thee 

lovingly. 
And thy mute clods that lie so low their crown of 

bloom shall see? 

Yet never did heavenly protnise of bird or blossom 

fail; 
At last to eyes of watching comes floating some 

fleet, white sail; 
And out through the gates of heaven steal songs 

when lips grow pale. 

Wait! for attuned to bird-note shall pulse the life of 

the year; 
One touch divine, and the desert blossoms with 

fragrant cheer; 
The spring-time has never failed us; glad, sweet 

dawn' is near! 

9 
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($ (mt9 nSear 

OVER the threshold a gallant ncw-comcr 
Steppeth with tread that is royal to see; 
White as the winter time, rosy as summer, 
Hope in his eyes, and his laugh ringing free. 
Lo! in his hands there are gifts overflowing, 

Promises, prophecies, come in his train; 
O'er him the dawn in its beauty is glowing. 
Free from his presence the shadows of pain. 

How shall we welcome him? Shall we remember 

One who as royally came to our door 
Twelve months ago, when the winds of December 

Moaned in the tree-tops and raved on the shore? 
He, too, had largess of bounty to offer; 

He was as smiling, as gracious of mien; 
Only the beautiful sought he to proffer. 

Only such looks as were calm and serene. 

Now he has fled; and our hopes that have perished. 

Gracious ideals which never were found, 
Dreams that we followed and plans that we cherished. 

Lie, like the autumn leaves, dead on the ground. 
But we are stronger through faith and endeavor; 

Stronger and richer in courage and love; 
And we are nearer the Infinite ever — 

Nearer the dear ones who wait us above. 

lO 
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OH, to go back to the days of June, 
Just to be young and alive again. 
Hearken again to the mad, sweet tune 
Birds were singing with might and main! 
South they flew at the summer's wane, 

Leaving their nests with storms to harry. 
Since time was coming for wind and rain 
Under the wintry skies to marry. 

Wearily wander by dale and dune 

Footsteps fettered with clanking chain; 
Free they were in the days of June; 

Free they never can be again. 
Fetters of age and fetters of pain, 

Joys that fly and sorrows that tarry; 
Youth is over, and hope were vain 

Under the wintry skies to marry. 

Now we chant but a desolate tune: 

" Oh, to be young and alive again! " 
But never December turns to June, 

And length of living is length of pain. 
Winds in the restless trees complain; 

Snows of winter about us tarry; 
And never the birds come back again 

Under the wintry skies to marry. 

II 
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WHEN the field lies clear in the moon, boy, 
And the wood hangs dark on the hill. 
When the long white way shows never 
a sleigh. 

And the sound of the bell is still. 
Then hurry, hurry, hurry! 

And bring the toboggans along. 
Tell mother she need not worry. 

Then off with a shout and a song. 
A-tilt on the billowy slope, boy. 

Like a boat that bends to the sea. 
With the heart a-tilt in your breast, boy. 

And your chin well down on your knee. 
Then over, over, over. 

As the boat skims over the main, 
A plunge and a swoop, a gasp and a whoop. 

And away o*er the glittering plain! 
Still onward, onward, onward. 

Till the brook joins the meadow below. 
And then, with a shout, see us tumbling about. 

To plunge in the soft deep snow. 
Back now by the side of the hedge, boy. 

Where the roses in summer blow. 
Where the snow lies deep o'er their winter sleep. 

Up, up the big hill we go. 

• r 
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of iQe nSear ^ 

UPON the snow-beleaguered town 
The spirit of the year looks down. 
And, on the midnight flung, 
The clamor of a thousand bells 
An advent and a requiem tells. 

Oh, year, so young, so young! 
What sinless hearts shall learn of shame. 

What lips that laugh be dumb, 
Before these bells again proclaim 
A year has gone and come? 

As one swift glance we backward cast, 
Time's portals close upon the past; 

Hope heals the scars of grief; 
And, peering on, we ask to see 
What may be, not what is to be. 

Oh, year, so bright, so brief! 
We fain would dream, and, dreaming, smile. 

With hope's soft spell a-numb. 
Forgetting for a little while 

A year has gone and come! 

God is so good — He wears a fold 
Of Heaven and earth across His face 
Like secrets kept for love untold. 

13 
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BENEATH the moonlight and the snow, 
Lies dead my latest year; 
The winter winds are wailing low, 
Its dirges in my ear. 

I grieve not with the moaning wind. 

As if a loss befell; 
Before me, even as behind, 

God is, and all is well! 

His light shines on me from above, 

His low voice speaks within — 
The patience of immortal love 

Outwearing mortal sin. 

Not mindless of the growing years 

Of care and loss and pain, 
My eyes are wet with thankful tears 

For blessings which remain. 

um 

One ship drives east and another drives west 
With the self-same winds that blow. 

'Tis the set of the sails, 

And not the gales. 
Which tell us the way to go. 

14 
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I TELL my secret? No, indeed, not I; 
Perhaps some day, who knows? 
But not to-day; it blows and snows and snows, 
And you're too curious, fie! 
You want to hear it? Well: 
Only, my secret's mine, and I won't tell. 

Or, perhaps, after all, there's none: 

Suppose there is no secret, after all. 
But only just my fun. 
To-day's a nipping day, a biting day. 

In which one wants a shawl, 
A veil, a cloak, and other wraps; 
I cannot ope to every one who taps 
And let the draughts come whistling through my 
hall. 

Come bounding, and surrounding me, 

Come buffeting, astounding me. 
Nipping and dripping through my wraps and all. 

Perhaps some languid summer day. 
When drowsy birds sing less and less. 
And golden fruit is ripening to excess, 

If there's not too much sun or cloud. 

Perhaps my secret I may say. 
Or you may guess. 

€9fittina (BouitH 

15 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



3<^mMrj» Bigfit^ 



CQtforen of HSesfetbag 

CHILDREN of yesterday, 
Heirs of to-morrow, 
What are you weaving. 
Labor and sorrow? 
Look to your loom again; 

Faster and faster 
Fly the great shuttles 

Prepared by the Master. 
Life's in the loom. 
Room for it! 
Room! 

Children of yesterday. 

Heirs of to-morrow. 
Lighten the labor 

And sweeten the morrow. 
Now, while the shuttles fiy 

Faster and faster. 
Up and be at it, 

At work with the Master. 
He stands at your loom. 

Room for Him! 
Room! 

And still I feel that His embrace 

Slides down by thrills thro* aH things made. 

Through sight and sound of every place. 

i6 
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NLY a rose in a glass. 

Set by a sick man's bed; 
The day was weary, the day was long, 
But the rose it spoke with a voice-like song, 
And this is what it said: 



" I know that the wind is keen 

And the drifted snows lie deep; 
I know that the cruel ice lies spread 
O'er the laughing brook and the lake's blue bed, 

And the fountain's rush and leap. 

" I know, I know all this; 

Yet here I sit — sl rose! 
Smiling I sit, and I feel no fear, 
For God is good and the spring is near. 

Couched in the shrouding snows. 

" Canst thou not smile with me? 

Art thou less strong than I? 
Less strong at heart than a feeble flower 
Which lives and blossoms but one single hour. 

And then must droop and die? 

" Surely, thou canst endure 
Thy little pains and fears, 
Before whose eyes, all fair and bright, 
In endless vistas of delight. 
Stretch the eternal years! ** 
a 17 
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A SONG of my creating, 
A wondrous song Fd sing, 
Which, like the fragrant breeze of May, 
0*er earth its flight would wing; 
From north to south, from east to west, 

Its swift way it should speed. 
To every toiler bearing rest 
And sweet contentment's meed. 

Unto the sick and dying 

Heaven's cordial it should bring. 
The sound of its soft pinion-stroke 

Still grief and suffering; 
'Mid clank of arms and conflict hot. 

Fan courage to a flame; 
For woe men comprehended not. 

Comfort it should proclaim. 

Where cruel wrong is reigning. 

Where sin lurks serpent-wise. 
To sweep them from the burdened earth 

To tempest force 'twould rise, 
Then gently on the house of pain 

Its balm it should distil. 
The temple cleanse from spot and stain. 

And every want fulfil. 
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H, the wind goes capering to and fro, 
The leaf-imps dance at the gate, 

The ice-gems glow on the breast of the snow 
When Dorothy goes to skate! 



Oh, the gleaming stream is a charming land 
Where love-wrought raptures wait, 

And I take command as I clasp her hand, 
When Dorothy goes to skate! 

Oh, the sky gains a glint of tenderness, 

And it seems like tempting fate 
That a wind-swept tress meets my lips' caress. 

When Dorothy goes to skate! 

Oh, the blue of her eyes, where the love-light lies, 

As I pilot my precious freight 
O'er a path of ice into paradise. 

When Dorothy goes to skate! 

Some of these days all the skies will be brighter, 
Some of these days all the burdens be lighter; 
Hearts will be happier — souls will be whiter — 
Some of these days! 

19 
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IN the hollow tree, in the old gray tower. 
The spectral owl doth dwell; 
Dull, hated, despised, in the sunshine hour, 
But at dusk he's abroad and well! 
Not a bird of the forest e'er mates with him; 

All mock him outright by day; 
But at night, when the woods grow still and dim, 
The boldest will shrink away! 
O, when night falls, and roosts the fowl, 
Then, then, is the reign of the homed owl! 

And the owl hath a bride, who is fond and bold, 

And loveth deep woods' gloom; 
And with eyes like the shine of the moonstone cold, 

She awaiteth her ghastly groom; 
Not a feather she moves, not a carol she sings, 

As she waits in her tree so still; 
But when her heart heareth his flapping wings. 

She hoots out her welcome shrill! 
O, when the moon shines, and dogs do howl. 
Then, then, is the joy of the homed owl! 

Moum not for the owl, nor his gloomy plight! 

The owl hath his share of good: 
If a prisoner he be in the broad daylight, 

He is lord in the dark greenwood! 

WfWnj^ CofntoMf 
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WINTER days arc short, my dear. 
And winter nights are long, 
In which amid our dreams we hear 
The trill of summer song. 
There are no seasons dark or cold 

That through the cycles last; 
Through every chilling time we hold 
Some warmth of sunshine past 

O winter days are short, my dear. 

But lengthen to the spring; 
When in the budding of the year 

Our hopes begin to sing; 
When hints of bloom upon the air 

Add sweetness to the breath; 
When suns are warm and skies are fair, 

And darkness vanisheth. 

O winter days are short, my dear. 

And winter dreams are long, 
And through them warms a touch of cheer 

Like warmth of summer song. 
Sweet dreams ! they wait fulfilment rare 

When summer days appear; 
And faith goes out in tender prayer 

Till summer days are here. 
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Q^ gntofn JKotfii 

FROM out the north last night a spirit came 
Waving a wizard wand. This morning, lo, 
An immeasurable vastitude of snow 
Setting the earth as in a flawless frame! 
From hill to hill the landscape seems the same; 
The wandering rillet half forgets to flow; 
Like pilgrims, standing in a solemn row. 
The druid trees the sorcerer's power proclaim. 

How silently this white magician toils, 
His feet as noiseless as the feet of Time, 
Whose snows, relentless and remorseless, cling! 
We may escape this necromancer's coils 
When Spring unlocks the fetters of his rime. 
Will Time thus yield to an immortal Spring? 



The dawning of a winter day, 
How sad it is! The leafless trees. 
The frozen meadowlands that lie 
All cold beneath the snowy sky — 
The old year's bitterness: and you 
To lack the livelong winter thro'. 
There are no sadder things than these! 



22 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



2^anmx2 fiftunii 



(§. (m^oirf Q^reoSer 

ON brave Nahant, where open seas begin. 
Lies a rough plowshare of unyielding 
stone; 
Here, high the hoary plumes of spray are thrown; 
And when the sun-smiles of God's love are sown. 
Like golden sickle waits yon beach of Lynn. 

But, oh! the harvest that is gathered in 
When tempests furrow deep the cruel main! 
The white truce of thy spray, oh Sea, is vain! 
For oft on yonder sands the drowned have lain 

Hard by Nahant, where storm-swept seas begin! 



Sot, §9ivmaU. 508^ 

Joy, shipmate, joy! 
(Pleas'd to my soul at death I cry) 
Our life is closed, our life begins. 
The long, long anchorage we leave. 
The ship is clear at last, she leaps! 
She swiftly courses from the shore, 
Joy, shipmate, joy! 
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3n gknom (fane 

HOW should I choose to walk the world with 
thee. 
Mine own beloved? When green grass is 
stirred 
By summer breezes, and each leafy tree 
Shelters the nest of many a singing bird? 
To walk with thee along a wintry road, 
Through flowerless fields, thick-sown with frosty 

rime. 
Beside an ice-bound stream, whose waters flowed 
In voiceless music all the summer time? 
In winter dreariness, or summer glee. 
How shall I choose to walk the world with thee? 

The time of roses is the time of love, 
Ah! my dear heart! but winter fires are bright. 
And in the lack of sunshine from above 
'We tend more carefully love's sacred light 
The path among the roses lieth soft, 
Sun-kissed and radiant under youthful feet; 
But on a wintry day true hands more oft 
Do meet and cling in pressure close and sweet 
Let others share thy life's glad summer glow, 
But let me walk beside thee in its snow. 
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(3. mm, mm fwottb 

Wlive in a white, white world 
That's only one day old, 
'Twas turned to white all in a night, 
When earth was still and cold: 
When the day came up the hills 

The frost-king followed on. 
And he worked and worked, and never shirked, 

Till day was past and gone. 
And we cry, brown World, adieu, adieu! 
And hail to the world that's white and new! 

We live in a white, white world 

That God has made our own. 
Where ev'ry soul is sum and whole^ 

A king upon a throne; 
We may keep it pure within. 

As ever snow can be, 
A holy shrine for our thoughts divine — 

Built for Eternity. 
And here's to the soul both good and true 
In the white, white world so fresh and new! 

9M §Mft t^tfot 
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A 



tit Sfotmt of f CMiie 

T Lyndhurst of the tall, white towers 
Was built a palace of the flowers, 



That in the time of frost and snow 
The children of the sun might blow. 

And there, upon a winter's night, 
A strange plant blossomed into light. 

An elfin flower it was, in truth — 

No human eye had watched its growth. 

When all the world was still as death. 
It burst its bonds and broke its sheath, 

And climbed upon the crystal tower. 
Unfolding in a gorgeous flower 

A running rose with burning briers, 
And leaflets tipped with its own fires. 

But soon this wonder, that had made 
The stars grow pale, began to fade. 

Its crimson petals fell as fast 
As leaves before an autumn blast. 

And still we know not whence it came. 
Or whither went the Flower of Flame. 

(^nie JflKng 
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%9^ ^lUMo JHofm 

ANNOUNCED by all the trumpets of the sky. 
Arrives the snow, and, driving o'er the 
fields. 
Seems nowhere to alight: the whited air 
Hides hills and woods, the river, and the heaven. 
And veils the farm-house at the garden's end. 
The sled and traveler stopped, the courier's feet 
Delayed, all friends shut out, the housemates sit 
Around the radiant fireplace, enclosed 
In a tumultuous privacy of storm. 

Come see the north wind's masonry. 
Out of an unseen quarry evermore 
Furnished with tile, the fierce artificer 
Curves his white bastions with projected roof 
Round every windward stake, or tree, or door. 
Speeding, the myriad-handed, his wild work 
So fanciful, so savage, nought cares he 
For number or proportion. Mockingly, 
On coop or kennel he hangs Parian wreaths; 
A swan-like form invests the hidden thorn; 
Fills up the farmer's lane from wall to wall, 
Maugre the farmer's sighs; and at the gate 
A tapering turret overtops the work. 
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NCE when the night-wind clapped its wings, 
And shook the window-bars and roof, 
I heard the souls of battle-kings 
Drive by in clashing proof! 



Sometimes a runic strife is kept. 
Of winter nights, in sleeted trees; 
Or underneath the eaves it crept — 
A swarm of murmuring bees. 

Or, now, wild huntsmen of the air 
In hollow chase their bugles blew. 
While swift o'er wood and hill-top bare 
The shrill-voiced quarry flew. 

Sometimes I heard of lovers flown. 
Safe, under ward of storm and night. 
To where, in sylvan lodge, there shone 
A taper kind and bright 

These things the night-wind used to tell. 
And still would tell, if I might hear; 
But sorrow sleeps too sound and well 
To lend a dreamful ear. 
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ON Alpine heights the love of God is shed; 
He paints the morning red, 
The flowerets white and blue, 
And feeds them with his dew. 
On Alpine heightis a loving Father dwells. 

On Alpine heights, o'er many a fragrant heath, 
The loveliest breezes breathe; 
So free and pure the air. 
His breath seems floating there. 

Down Alpine heights the silvery streamlets flow; 
There the bold chamois go; 
On giddy crags they stand. 
And drink from his own hand. 

On Alpine heights a loving Father dwells. 

On Alpine heights, in troops all white as snow. 
The sheep and wild goats go; 
There, in the solitude, 
He fills their hearts with food. 

On Alpine heights a loving Father dwells. 

(gntmmoe^ CeitmaxO 
Translatum of Charles T, Brookt 
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t9^ JKorme (Jpefref 

A THOUSAND miles from land are we. 
Tossing about on the stormy sea — 
From billow to bounding billow cast. 
Like fleecy snow on the stormy blast. 
The sails are scattered abroad like weeds; 
The strong masts shake like quivering reeds; 
The mighty cables and iron chains, 
The hull, which all earthly strength disdains — 
They strain and they crack; and hearts like stone 
Their natural, hard, proud strength disown. 

Up and down! up and down! 

From the base of the wave to the billow's crown. 

And amidst the flashing and feathery foam 

The stormy petrel finds a home — 

A home, if such a place may be 

For her who lives on the wide, wide sea, 

On the craggy ice, in the frozen air. 

And only seeketh her rocky lair 

To warm her young, and to teach them to spring 

At once o'er the waves on their stormy wing! 
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THOU dark-robed man with solemn pace, 
And mantle muffled round thy face, 
Like the dim vision seen by Saul 
Upraised by spells from Death's dark all; 
Thou sad, small man — ^face thin and old. 
Teeth set, and nose pinched blue and cold — 
Ne'er mind! Thy coat, so long and black, 
And fitting round thee all so slack. 
Has glorious spangles, and its stars 
Are like a conqueror's fresh from wars. 

Dim winter beckons with his hand — 

He beckons; all things darker grow. 

Save white-churned waves and wreathing snow. 

We pause; a chill creeps through our veins; 

We dare not thank him for his pains; 

We fear to follow, and we creep 

To hearth-stone pleasures, or to sleep. 

Yet when we follow him, how deep 

The secret he has got to keep! 

How wonderful! how passing grand! 

What the cloud doeth the Lord knoweth; 

The cloud knoweth not; 
What the artist doeth the Lord knoweth; 

The artist knoweth not 
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WINTER! wilt thou never, never go? 
O summer! but I weary for thy coming, 
Longing once more to hear the Luggie flow, 
And frugal bees laboriously humming. 
Now the east wind diseases the infirm, 
And they must crouch in comers from rough 
weather; 
Sometimes a winter sunset is a charm — 

When the fired clouds, compacted, blaze together. 
And the large sun dips red behind the hills. 

I, from my window, can behold this pleasure. 
And the eternal moon what time she fills 

Her orb with argent, treading a soft measure, 
With queenly motions of a bridal mood. 
Through the white spaces of infinitude. 

'Tis a fearful night in winter time, 

As cold as it ever can be; 
The roar of the blast is heard like the chime 

Of the waves on an angry sea. 
The moon is full; but her silver light 
The storm dashes out with its wings to-night; 
And over the sky from south to north 
Not a star is seen, as the wind comes forth 

In the strength of a mighty glee. 
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WAS the winter ever so silent and so long 
That the song 
Of returning robin and the glad bluebird 
Was not heard? 
Did the orchard ever miss the white spray 

Of the May^ 
Or the heartsease with its delicate perfume 

Fail to bloom 
Some sweet morning in the golden sunlight's glow 
After the snow? 

Weary heart, dost think thy Winter long and cold 

Hast grown old 
With slow waiting for the blossom and the bird? 

Hear this word: 
God is thine; in His eternal faithfulness, 

Sure to bless. 
Hides that fresh and radiant springtime of thy prayer. 

Trust His care. 
Some sweet morning in the golden sunlight's glow 

Thou shalt know. 

The ceaseless song that Nature sings: 
The curious speech of voiceless things, 
The echo that through silence rings. 
The rustle of Thought's unseen wings, 
The lesson and the joy each brings 
We hear not, till we listen. 
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Qtochime 

{An Echo from Chopin) 

WIND, and the sound of a sea 
Heard in the night from afar, 
Spending itself on an unknown shore, 
Feeling its way o'er ah unseen floor 

Lighted by moon nor star; 
Telling a tale to the listening ear 
Of wounds and woes that the rolling year 

Hath brought to the human heart; 
Telling of passion and innermost pain, 
Sinking and swooning, and growing again, 

As the wind and waves take part; 
Lifting a voice to the voiceless skies, 
Tender entreaties that faint for replies. 
Pauses of sorrow that pass into sighs 

Bom of a secret despair; 
Fluttering back on the clear tide of tone, 
Gathering in force till the melody's grown 
Strong to interpret the accents unknown 

Haunting the dark fields of air; 
Speaking the longings of life, the full soul's 
Hidden desires in music that rolls 

Wave-like in search of a shore; 
Eddies of harmony, floating around, 
Widen in circles of lessening sound. 
Die in the distance, till silence is found 

And earth redemands us once more. 
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HE came to my desk with a quivering lip— 
The lesson was done. 
" Dear teacher, I want a new leaf," he 
said; 
" I have spoiled this one." 
In place of the leaf so stained and blotted 
I gave him a new one, all unspotted — 
And into his sad eyes smiled — 
" Do better now, my child." 

I went to the Throne with a quivering soul — 

The old year was done — 
" Dear Father, hast Thou a new leaf for me? 

I have spoiled this one." 
He took the old leaf, stained and blotted. 
And gave me a new one, all unspotted, 

And into my sad heart smiled — 

" Do better now. My child." 

C ». CP- 



Every day is a fresh beginning, 
Every mom is the world made new. 

You who are weary of sorrow and sinning 
Here is a beautiful hope for you — 
A hope for me and a hope for you. 
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t9t <Mn 

OSEA, whose gleaming ripples run 
In liquid laughter toward the sun, 
Have you forgot the storm so soon? 
And how through all the awful night 
Your billows broke in lines of white, 
Till the wide beach with wreck was strewn? 

All night the roaring wind blew free, 

All night you sobbed and moaned, oh, sea; 

With your cold tears the rocks were wet, 
Yet sunny waves and wreathing spray 
Greet tranquilly the new-bom day: 

Oh, happy ocean, to forget! 



Oh ye whose unrewarded eyes 

Forever watch the ocean's rim. 
Your ships perchance 'neath friendlier skies 

Rest far beyond your vision dim. 

Perhaps in some sweet bay they wait. 
Where bides the primal, perfect day; 

Where airs from springtime linger late 
Or never perish quite away. 
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HAVE you ever heard the wind go 
"Yoooooo"? 
'Tis a pitiful sound to hear! 
It seems to chill you through and through 

With a strange and speechless fear. 
It's the voice of the night that broods outside 

When folks should be asleep, 
And many and manjr's the time I've cried 
To the darkness that brooded far and wide 

Over the land and deep: 
" Whom do you want, O lonely night, 

That you wail the long hours through? " 
And the night- wind would say, in its ghostly way: 
" Yooooooool 
Yoooooooo! 
Yoooooooo!" 

^ttfetie Siefb 



Oh, the contrary winds! the contrary winds! 
How the terrible conflict wears and grinds. 

Through the inmost soul 

The billows roll; 
The flesh gives way, the courage quails. 
As the sweeping cyclone fierce assails. 
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fWinkt on i8t g(m; 

WHAT do the city houselings know 
Of Winter hale and hoar. 
Who crouch beside the back-log's 
glow 
Behind the battened door? 

Not theirs the wonder of the waste — 
White league on league out-rolled; 

Not theirs 'neath spacious skies to taste 
The tonic of the cold! 

Not theirs the North- Wind's breath to breast 

Till each vein tingles warm 
The while he drives along the west 

The horses of the storm! 

Not theirs the snows as soft as sleep 

That hill and hollow hood; 
Nor the oracular silence deep 

Within the druid wood! 

Not theirs by night, undimmed, to mark 

The spangles of the Bear; 
Nor through the dark from arc to arc 

The pale auroras flare! 



tiintw §Mttwtb 
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I SI FT the snow on the mountains below 
And their great pines groan aghast; 
And all the night 'tis my pillow white. 

While I sleep in the arms of the blast 
Sublime on the towers of my skyey bowers 

Lightning, my pilot, sits; 
In a cavern under is fettered the thunder; 

It struggles and howls at fits. 
Over earth and ocean, with gentle motion. 

The pilot is guiding me, 
Lured by the love of the genii that move 

In the depths of the purple sea; 
Over the hills and the crags and the rills. 

Over the lakes and the plains. 
Wherever he dream, under mountain or stream. 

The spirit he loves remains; 
And I all the while bask in heaven's blue smile. 

While he is dissolving in rains. 

.1 am the daughter of the earth and water. 

And the nursling of the sky; 
I pass through the pores of the ocean and shores; 

I change, but I cannot die. 



CpereB q9e«09e ib9e(f^ 
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Song justifies itself, if sweet and strong, 
Song justifies itself, but they who sing, 

Raining ethereal music from a height 
Lonely and pure, grow strong upon the wing, 

And more and more enamoured of the light; 
But faint for any earthly journeying. 

And fain to seek a lowly bed at night 

C«^B (pftifftt 
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" \TOU think I am dead/' 
jf The apple-tree said, 

" Because I have never a leaf to 
grow. 
Because I stoop 
And my branches droop. 
And the dull gray mosses over me growl 
But I'm alive in trunk and shoot; 
The buds of next May 
I fold away, 
But I pity the withered grass at my foot" 

" You think I am dead," 

The quick grass said, 
" Because I have parted with stem and blade! 

But under the ground 

I am safe and sound. 
With the snow's thick blanket over me laid. 
I'm all alive and ready to shoot. 

Should the spring of the year 

Come dancing here; 
But I pity the flower without branch or root" 
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HOW still the earth but a brief while ago, 
Pulseless and calm, as when the silent 
dead 
Is wrapped in burial cloths from foot to head; 
So lay earth in her winding sheet of snow. 

Yet at His voice once more life's current thrills 
The pallid form with warm and pulsing life; 
Once more the dormant arteries are rife 

With action that a newer life instils. 

And he who understands and rightly reads 
Between the joyous lines of nature's spring, 
May know death's winter is how brief a thing. 

And life and resurrection are God's creeds. 

Setirt ^ef)eecm5 (Woo5 

"(Bob's G^m" 

Such a wide dormitory! East and west 
The gentle winds go sighing in their quest 
Among the grasses, as their whispers low 
Might soothe the sleepers. Mothers, as they go 
About their children's beds, speak soft — so here 
Kind Nature seems most motherly and dear; 
Lighting her pleasant lamps at eventide, 
She guards this holy place, so still and wide! 

(^«.) ». m- '^^'^ 
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^ e(bub0 of (Bob 

THE city is full of labor 
And struggle and strife and care; 
The fever-pulse of the city 
Is throbbing in all the air; 
But calm through the sun-lit spaces, 
And calm through the star-lit sky. 
Forever, over the city, 
The clouds of God go by. 

The city is full of passion 
And shame and anger and sin. 

Of hearts that are dark with evil. 

Of souls that are black within; 
But white as the robes of angels, 
As pure through the wind-swept sky. 

Forever, over the city, 

The clouds of God go by. 

The city is full of sorrow 

And tears that are shed in vain; 

By day and by night there rises 

The voice of its grief and pain. 
But soft as a benediction 
They bend from the vault on high. 

And over the sorrowful city 

The clouds of God go by. 

Q^ofiert ef oHUon Con« 
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OUT of the bosom of the Air, 
Out of the folds of her garments shaken, 
Over the woodlands brown and bare, 
Over the harvest-fields forsaken. 
Silent and soft and slow 
Descends the snow. 

Even as our cloudy fancies take 

Suddenly shape in some divine expression. 
Even as the troubled heart doth make 
In the white countenance confession. 
The troubled sky reveals 
The grief it feels. 

This is the poem of the air. 

Slowly in silent syllables recorded; 
This is the secret of despair. 
Long in its cloudy bosom hoarded. 
Now whispered and revealed 
To wood and field. 

||OII0ftflOt9 

t9t (Bmftem 

Through still, pale months beneath the drifted snow. 
Dreaming of sunshine and warm fields aglow. 
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THE peaceful hills, they stretch away 
Beneath the shining sky, or gray; 
They laugh with beauty, drip with tears, 
As pass the rank and file of years. 
They lie across the waters bright, 
A vision for our heart's delight; 
They hide behind the mist of rain 
Like smiles lost in a storm of pain. 

The mighty hills! they stand for me 
The type of vast eternity. 
Across the changeful sea of life. 
Beyond the want, the woe, the strife, 
Where peaceful lies the wished-for goal. 
And naught disturbs the anchored soul. 
The blessed hills! unmoved they lie 
As rolls the turbid century — 
About them and above them all 
God lets the pall of silence fall. 

O soul! O eager heart of mine! 
Draw from the hills knowledge divine; 
Proud spirit bow — be still! be still! 
While passeth over good or ill. 
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How bright the February skies have grown 
With golden tints that promise early 
spring! 
The heart long sad must cease its murmuring; 
The lengthening days new charms o'er life have 

thrown. 
Perchance a leaf of memory has blown 
Athwart the snows that hide the past, to bring 
A touch of sadness, while the soul would sing 
Of newly wakened peace and hope alone. 
This is the month when Roman priests of old 
With generous sacrifice the altars filled 
And prayed that stains of sin might disappear 
From all who brought those gifts of wealth untold; 
That each again, with guilty conscience stilled. 
Might walk unburdened through another year. 

nSi^arb Stoet 

Wondrous things have come to pass 
On my square of window-glass. 

'Tis a picture, on a space 
Scarcely larger than the hand. 
Of a tiny Switzerland, 
Which the wizard frost has drawn 
'Twixt the nightfall and the dawn. 

(^orgort^ ^ividki^ ff^tmng/Kitt 

48 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



SeBruars ^et^t^ 



Q[)r(mvo0es 

FIRST you come by ones and ones, 
Lastly in battalions 
Skirmish along hedge and bank, 
Turn old Winter's wavering flank. 
Round us flying footsteps hover. 
Seize on hollow, ridge, and cover. 
Leave no slope nor hill unharried. 
Till, his snowy trenches carried. 
O'er his sepulchre you laugh 
Winter's joyous epitaph. 

Out of the sobs of the winter's storm 

The leaves of spring-time grow. 
And behind the drifts of the apple bloom 

Are the drifts of whirling snow. 

The velvet robe of the prairies wide 
Is wrought by the shuttles of rain, 

And the robin sings in the tree that moaned 
With the March da/s dull refrain. 

Perhaps, oh Soul, it will appear 

There is life in the beating rain. 
And not for naught the shuttles fly 
O'er the quivering threads of pain. 

t^wctu iitnmmtt t^ompaoti 
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AFTER the sleet, and the sun is beaming, 
And winter is wearing a brilliant smile; 
While the trees in their icy armor gleaming, 
Are steel-clad knights in their martial seeming; 
And like silvery plumes from their helmets streaming 

Are the drooping boughs meanwhile. 
While the graceful shrubs in fringe arrayed. 
And bugles and lace of the finest grade, 
Stand motionless, their charms displayed. 
Like youthful maidens dreaming. 

Icicles now from the eaves are pending, 
And the fences are grated with crystal bars, 

While the flashing grove in the maze seems blending 

Of silver, and gold, and light contending 

With glittering shafts, their rays outsending 
Like a msrriad fallen stars; 

And the loud, harsh note of the saucy jay, 

In his shrill, discordant roundelay. 

Is the only sound that comes to-day 
From the groves* still bowers wending. 



%o9n C9raf «M> (gat^ 

Lord, might we but responsive be 
To each dear touch of Thine! 

Our lives an anthem unto Thee, 
With theme and tune divine! 
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WHEN I was dead my spirit turned 
To seek the much-frequented house; 
I passed the door, and saw my friends 
Feasting beneath green orange boughs; 
From hand to hand they pushed the wine; 

They sucked the pulp of plum and peach; 
They sang, they jested, and they laughed, 
For each was loved by each. 

I listened to their honest chat 

Said one, " To-morrow we shall be 
Plodding along the featureless sands, 

And coasting miles and miles of sea." 
Said one, " Before the turn of tide 

We shall achieve the e3rrie-seat" 
Said one, " To-morrow shall be like 

To-day, but much more sweet" 

" To-morrow," said they, strong with hope. 

And dwelt upon the pleasant way: 
" To-morrow! " cried they, one and all. 

While no one spoke of yesterday. 
Their life stood full at blessed noon; 

I, only I, had passed away. 
"To-morrow and to-day," they cried; 

I was of yesterday. 
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WE listen, and we wonder, 
As Heavenward still we go, 
No veil is rent asunder 
That we may see or know — 
But God, the Father, tells us 

That when our life is past. 
From far away a Great Glad Day 
Shall dawn for us at last! 

Beyond the ills that vex us, 

Beyond the toil and tears. 
Where cares no more perplex us. 

Nor enter doubts and fears; 
When night shall turn to morning, 

And earthly strife shall cease. 
From far away a Great Glad Day 

Shall dawn in perfect peace. 

When friends no more shall grieve us. 

Nor shadows gloom our sky. 
When hopes shall ne'er deceive us. 

Nor lov'd ones droop and die, 
Where heartaches reach us never, 

And souls are ne'er dismayed, 
From far away a Great Glad Day 

Shall dawn no more to fade. 

9M 9MH CAttor 
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A LEGEND shaken from the dust of time 
Is caught and woven through this random 
rhyme. 
In the beginning, when great Nature's loom 
Had ceased its spinning, and the flowers broke 

bloom, 
One in the shadow stood with tender face, 
And gave to each new flower its resting-place. 
Over the meadow yellow waves were cast 
As bands of buttercups trooped swiftly past, 
While 'gainst the murky water's heaving breast 
The silent lily's pallid cheek was pressed. 
Here, then, on every side the bright winged flowers 
Fell o'er the waiting earth in sudden showers; 
When all were resting, lo, a voice came down, 
" My far-ofiF barren heights no flowers crown." 
And He who named their places softly bent — 
" Who on yon lovely hills would be content? " 
A shy, unheeded blossom low replied, 
'* Where'er Thou sendest me I will abide." 
Then He, " Forever blessed be thy race. 
Because thou wert content with lowly place." 
And still that blessing rests with changeless power 
Upon the tiny coral-tinted flower. 
And pilgrims seek it, crying far and wide, 
" Where doth the Trailing Arbutus abide? " 

MffCf €. 0tUt 
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e9e Q^fuefitb 

THE chill winds scatter as they pass 
The sere leaves on the yellow grass, 
And, underneath the dull gray skies, 
A bluebird through the orchard flies. 
Still keeping, though no song he sings. 
The heavenly azure of his wings. 

O soul of mine! The autumn light 
Gleams pale! How near thy time of flight! 
What matters it that silenced long 
Has been thy May-time's rapturous song, 
Hast thou but kept, through all Life brings. 
Unstained the brightness of thy wings! 

Dear Lord, shall I remember, up in heaven. 

How all the air grows sweet when leaves are wet, 
And the warm summer tain is dashed and driven 

Across my beds of fern and mignonette? 
Shall I remember there, where angels wander. 

Shining across Thy fields, and singing still. 
How the wind sways the willow branches yonder. 

And the rain murmurs over grass and hill? 
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THE mountains, and the forests, and the seas, 
Oldest of mourners with pathetic tone, 
Have each a natural music, all their own, 
Set in accord with human destinies. 
Sad, tender, manifold. What is more sweet 
Than woodland melodies at noon? More mild 
Than dimpled ocean, like a laughing child 
That lisps, and rolls a jewel to our feet; 
Breathlessly calm? And then within an hour 
Behold that self-same ocean on the shore 
Lashes; the forests quake; with deafening power 
The rocks are rent. Then, oh! amid that roar, 
Awestruck, we sink, we fall upon our knees, 
Ye mountains, ye forests, and ye seas! 

And man, too, has his music; has a note 

Of world-wide sweetness; tender reveries. 

Dirges of buried blisses unforgot; 

Rejoicing paeans, glorious symphonies: 

But all of them lack something; they have not 

The Voice once heard in Eden; and the ear. 

Pleased with rich sound, is as when some one sings 

In a great Court before a King of kings: 

He closes: and of rapture bom, a cheer 

Shakes the high roof; but when the Lord of all 

Speaks, there is awe and silence in the Hall. 

^. «. W. 
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THERE comes one knocking on the stone 
That shuts you down in gloom; 
Awake, dead heart, Hke Lazarus, 
Come from your wintry tomb; 
The robins pipe about the fields. 
The spring is all abloom. 

The bluebird's sweet love-laughter drifts 

Blown from the blossom'd peach. 
Like l3rric merriment crost and mixt 

With kisses and soft speech; 
And the blackbird plucks his rusty wires 

High in the greening beech. 

The snow of grief, the wind of sighs. 

The hoar-frost of regret — 
They melt, till like the grass your cheeks 

With dew of tears are wet 
And sparkle while the sparrow trills 

His tinkling triolet 

Then leave that graveyard of the heart 

Hollow where you have lain: 
The echoes to the Easter bells 

Drop like a golden rain: 
And lo, in every crocus-cup 
The Christ is risen again. 

3oMp9 (B««ie(f CAf^ 
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tSt (SoktB of <Sam 

WE have not heard the music of the spheres, 
The song of star to star; but there are 
sounds 
More deep than joy or human tears, 

That nature uses in her common rounds; 
The fall of streams, the cry of winds that strain 

The oak, the roaring of the sea's surge, might 
Of thunder breaking afar off, or rain 

That falls by minutes in the summer night 
These are the voices of earth's secret soul. 

Uttering the mystery from whence she came; 
To him who hears them grief beyond control. 

Or joy inscrutable without a name 
Wakes in his heart thoughts buried there, impearled 
Before the birth and making of the world. 



The song was wrought in silence. 
Through starless nig^t of pain. 

To darkened homes the words are light. 

And faint souls feel the master's might; 

While poets on fame's sunlit height 
May sing a song in vain. 



59 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



JeSrudt; €'iafii(uni!^ 



SLOWLY, steadily, under the moon. 
Swings the tide in its old-time way; 
Never too late and never too soon. 
And the evening and morning make up the day. 

Slowly, steadily, over the sands. 
And over the rocks they fall and flow; 

And this wave has touched a dead man's hands, 
And that one has seen a face we know. 



They have borne the good ship on her way. 
Or buried her deep from love and light; 

And yet, as they sink at our feet to-day. 
Ah, who shall interpret their message aright? 

For their separate voices of grief and cheer 
Are blended at last in one solemn tone; 

And only this song of the waves I hear, 
" Forever and ever His will be done! " 

Slowly, steadily, to and fro. 

Swings our life in its weary way; 
Now at its ebb and now at its flow. 

And the evening and morning make up the day. 
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WIND in the winter tree, 
What is the word you bring? 
" Listen," the Wind replied, 

** Mine is a message dear 

Sent to the youthful year 

Telling of buds that hide 

Waiting the first faint sound 

Of a light foot on the ground, 

And the call that sets them free; 

Telling of birds that await 

Close to the southern gate 

For the earliest echoing 

Of a softly fingered string 

On the fairy lute of spring. 

This is the word. And see. 

Starring this rocky ledge 

I set a perfumed pledge." 
Thus the Wind answered me. 
And lo, a flower at my feet 
Suddenly showed; and then 
I breathed in the fragrance sweet 
And knew it was spring again! 

Bridge of enchantment! for a moment hung 
Between the tears of earth and smiles of heaven. 
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THE winds go up and down upon the sea, 
And some they lightly clasp, entreating 
kindly, 
And waft them to the port where they would be, 
And other ships they buffet long and blindly. 
The cloud comes down on the great sinking deep, 
And on the shore the watchers stand and weep. 

And God hath many wrecks within the sea; 

Oh, it is deep! I look in fear and wonder; 
The Wisdom throned above is dark to me. 

Yet it is sweet to think His care is under; 
That yet the sunken treasure may be drawn 
Into His storehouse — when the sea is gone. 

So I, that sail in peril on the sea 

With my beloved, whom the waves may recover. 
Say, God hath more than angel's care for me, 

And larger share than I in friend and lover. 
Why weep ye so, ye watchers on the land? 
This deep is but the hollow of His hand. 

Corofbe f^penear 

The storm was like a hopeless soul, that stood beside 

the sea. 
And wept in dismal rain and moaned for what could 

never be. 



Hetiff #BBef 
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(3^ Jkms in i9e Q^i^ 

I WOKE in the night; the stars were hid, 
The skies were cold and gray; 
My soul grew sick with a nameless fear, 
And I scarce had faith to pray. 

I thought of the day's mistakes with tears, 
Of wrong that outmeasured right. 

When lo, from a rain-washed tree near by 
A bird sang in the night 

So soft and so low, so fearlessly. 

So full of a glad content. 
Of a faith that knew that the day would break 

Through the wet bowers o'er her bent 

I said to niy heart, " Behold, a sign, 

Heart, let us read aright. 
That faith is easy and hope is sure 

To him who sings in the night!" 



Sweet are the waters of thy shoreless sea; 
Make sweet our waters that make haste to thee! 
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I* V£ a great deal to do, a great deal to do; 
Don't speak to me, children, I pray; 
Those little boys' hats must be blown off their 
heads, 
And the little girls' bonnets away. 

There are thousands of leaves lying lazily here 
That needs must be whirled rouild and round; 

A rickety house wants to see me, I know. 
In the most distant part of the town. 

There are signs to be creaked, and doors to be 
slammed, 

'Loose window-blinds, too, must be shaken. 
When you know all the business I must do to-day. 

You will see how much trouble Fve taken. 

I saw some ships leaving the harbol* to-day. 
So I'll e'en go and help them along, 

And flap the white sails, and howl through the 
shrouds. 
And join in the sailor boy's song. 

Then I'll mount to the clouds, and away they will 
sail 
On their gorgeous wings through the bright sky; 
I bow to no mandate save to His 
Who reigneth in glory on high. 
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LITTLE bird! sing sweet among the leaves, 
Safe hid from sight, beside thy downy nest; 
The rain falls, murmuring to the drooping 
eaves 
A low refrain, that suits thy music best. 
Sing sweet, O bird! thy recompense draws nigh — 
Four callow nestlings 'neath the mother's wing. 
So many flashing wings that by and by 
Will cleave the sunny air. Oh, sing, bird, sing! 

(Sing, O my heart! Thy callow nestlings sleep. 
Safe hidden 'neath a gracious folding wing. 

Until the time when from their slumbers deep 
They wake, and soar in beauty. Sing, heart, sing!) 

O bird! sing sweet. What though the time be near 

When thou shalt sit upon the swaying bough. 
With no sweet mate, no nestling by, to hear 

The bubbling song thou singst to glad them now! 
Thy task was done, fulfilled in sweet spring days — 

In golden summer, when thy brood take wing, 
Shalt thou not still have left a hymn of praise 

Because thy work is over? Sing, bird, sing! 

(Sing, O my heart! What if thy birds are flown? 

Thou hadst the joy of their awakening, 
A thousand memories left thee for thine own; 
Sing thou for task accomplished. Sing, heart, 
sing!) 

f . €. ^. 
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Qi ift Jlunfiniw 

NOT to the southern savanna 
That pants for the clasp of the sea. 
Nor yet to the peaks of Montana, 
White-mitred in chastity — 
But here, O my fair Sierra, 

I come like a child to thy breast. 

Confessing my heart's bitter error. 

Lamenting its burning unrest 

Here only, O marvellous mountains. 

Sublime, serene, unmoved, 
I drink a new faith from thy fountains 

And feel my forebodings unproved. 
The stars are nearer and kinder. 

The air seems clearer to sight. 
And worlds that await but the finder 

Are faint on the verge of the night. 

Far down, unaware of this glory. 

The buried earth lies at my feet — 
Shall I take them this balm salvatory? 

Will they know it is healing and sweet? 
Or will they pronounce this a vision. 

And me but a coiner of dreams 
Deserving their wiser derision. 

Their jests and significant gleams? 
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WHEN the maple twigs are blushing. 
And the birch-bud slyly swells. 
And the hylas pipe in chorus. 
Like a string of silver bells; 
When the first ecstatic robin. 
Truant from his wiser kin. 
In the gray and dripping orchard 

Tunes his lusty violin. 
Something steals upon my spirit — 

Something sweet I cannot name — 
Like a heart-beat faintly pulsing 
From the birth-world whence I came. 

Ah! so delicate and fragrant 

The assurance in the air 
That my soul still holds some converse 

With the souls of otherwhere; 
That the winter of my aging 

Shall not bind me low and lorn. 
But restore me to the freshness 

Of my love's creation morn! 
Yea, tho' dark and strait the portal 

Of my passing, I shall see 
All that sudden blue of heaven 

Arching grandly over me I 
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THERE'S something in the air 
That's new and sweet and rare — 
A scent of summer things, 
A whir as if of wings. 

There's something, too, that's new 
In the color of the blue 
That's in the morning sky. 
Before the sun is high. 

And though, on plain and hill, 
'Tis winter, winter still. 
There's something seems to say 
That winter's had its day. 



So, silently but swift. 
Above the wintry drift. 
The long days gain and gain. 
Until, on hill and plain. 

Once more, and yet once more 
Returning as before. 
We see the bloom of birth 
Make young again the earth. 

QtOfft Qptfff 
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** Y T* ELP one another," the snowflakes said, 
^rl As they cuddled down in their fleecy bed; 
"One of us here would not be felt; 
One of us here would quickly melt; 
But ril help you and you'll help me, 
And then what a big white drift we'll see! " 



" Help one another," the maple spray 

Said to its fellow leaves one day; 
" The sun would wither me here alone. 

Long enough ere the day is gone; 
But ril help you and you'll help me. 
Then what a splendid shade there'll be! " 

" Help one another," the dewdrop cried. 
Seeing another drop close by its side; 

" This warm south breeze would drive me away. 
And I should be gone ere noon to-day; 

But I'll help you and you'll help me. 

And we'll make a brook and run to the sea." 

" Help one another," a grain of sand 
Said to another grain just at hand; 

"The wind may carry me over the sea. 
And then, O, what will become of me? 

Buf come, my brother, give me your hand ; 

We*ll build a mountain and there we*ll stand** 
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ALL the wide west is golden in its glory, 
The bare brown trees are sanctified in 
light 
The south wind has been here, and told her story, 
Evangel of the springtime near and bright. 
The winter hills are sweet with hope to-night. 



I heard her coming, over plain and river. 
Her feet were fair above the icy slope. 

Now at her voice the brown buds thrill and quiver, 
Waiting the sunshine which shall bid them ope, 
And at her feet the white fields whisper " Hope." 



Birds are singing round my window 
Tunes the sweetest ever heard. 

And I hang my cage there daily. 
But I never catch a bird. 

So with thoughts my brain is peopled. 
And they sing there all day long: 

But they will not fold their pinions 
In the little cage of Song. 
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I AM a runaway, wild little runaway. 
Heels over head from the fountains I go; 
Like a pied piper, in shadow and sunny way, 
Making new friendships wherever I go. 
Streamlets and springs babble after and hurry me. 

Deaf to the mother hills calling them back; 
Pell-mell, I lead them on, nothing to worry me; 
Sunshine shall cheer us and storm clear the track. 

Come, boy or girl, if you can, tell the source of me. 

Find out the cloud whence I fell from the skies; 
Ha, ha! run on with me, follow the course of me. 

Look for each cataract's dimpling surprise. 
Down through the glens with me, off and away with 
me. 

Fields of discovery seek we to-day; 
Over the rocks and rifts leap with me, play with me, 

Flashing and dashing along through the spray. 

I am a runaway, bold little runaway. 

Nothing to daunt me, I rollicking go. 
Deep in the woodland and out in the sunny way. 

Singing forever the one song I know. 
Share my glad company, think to delay me not; 

Keep step, and learn a bright ditty of me; 
Trouble shall stay me not, pebbles dismay me not. 

Laughing and chaffing I run to the sea. 

Sranll <10(ifeo<f Umif 
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Gather all kindreds of this boundless realm 

To speak a common tongue in thee! Be thou 

Heart, pulse, and voice, whether pent hate o'erwhelm 

The stormy speech or young love whisper low. 

Cheer them, immitigable battle-drum! 

Forth, truth-mailed, to the old unconquered field. 

And lure them gently to a laurelled home, 

In notes more soft than lutes or viols yield. 

Fill all the stops of life with tuneful breath; 

Closing their lids, bestow a dirge-like death! 
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A SODDEN gray in the chilly dawn; 
A burst of the red gold sun at noon; 
A windy lea for the dying day. 
And a wail at dusk like the distant loon; 
A ghost at night in the leafless larch, 
A sigh and a moan. 
And this is March. 

A frown in the morning black and dim; 
A smile when the day is half-way run; 
A moan when the wind comes up from the sea. 

And tosses the larch when the day is done. 
A penitent, changeful, grewsome thing, 
Is this fierce love child 
Of winter and spring. 

It is mad with the love of an unloved one, 

It is chill with the winters that long have set; 
It is sad at times, and anon it laughs, 

It is warm with the summer that is not yet, 
And its voice laughs loud in the leafless larch, 
But to sigh again, 
And this is March. 

The days and grass grow long together. 

SoMpidi^ftor 
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OH, seaweed, that on the wild waters were tossed. 
Dost bring to us tidings of those we have 
lost? 
Ye foam-crested breakers that leap on the rocks, 
Ye snow-breasted sea-gulls that sweep past in flocks. 
Ye green, curling waves that crown incoming tides. 
Reveal the sad secrets that blue ocean hides. 

And thou, too, oh gleaming white, far-distant sail. 
Swift fleeing the clasp of the soft-breathing gale. 
Yet jrielding thyself in the water's embrace. 
With eager delight and impetuous grace; 
We implore, we beseech thee, we hunger to learn 
Of those who have left us and do not return. 

No answer comes back from the limitless deep; 

In silence and loneliness ever we weep; 

Naught comes to relieve our hearts' longing distress; 

The arms are still empty that yearn to caress. 

We hear at our feet but the sea-shells' low moan — 

With tears sadly greet we the sea's monotone. 
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WE are the masts of ships. 
Nurtured for centuries; 
Storm-wind and mountain breeze 
Taught us our harmonies. 
Kissed us with mother lips. 



Hear how the sun doth laugh, 
" Climb ye thus, sons of mine? 
Seek ye for things divine? 
Yours is. the sunlight wine; 

Take of my warmth and quaff." 

Cometh our bard, the Wind, 
Bringing us songs, and saith: 
" Nay, this is naught but breath; 
Striving and love and death. 

These I left far behind! 

" Nay, but new melody 
Bring I to greet your ears. 
Ye, without doubts or fears, 
Not all in vain are the years; 

Lo, I behold the Sea!" 
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ALL that long, mad March day, in the dull 
town, 
I had a thought of May — ^alas, alas! 
The dogwood boughs made whiteness up and down; 

The daffodils were burning in the grass; 
And there were bees astir in lane and street. 

And scent of lilacs blowing tall and lush; 
While hey, the wind, that pitched its voice so sweet. 

It seemed an angel talked behind each bush! 
The west grew very golden, roofs turned black. 

I saw one star above the gables bare. 
The door flew open. Love, you had come back. 

I held my arms; you found the old way there. 
In its old place you laid your yellow head. 
And at your kiss the mad March weather fled! 

I walked beside the evening sea. 
And dreamed a dream that could not be; 
The waves that plunged along the shore 
Said only — " Dreamer, dream once more! " 

But still the legions charged the beach; 
Loud rang their battle-cry, like speech; 
But changed was the imperial strain: 
It murmured—" Dreamer, dream no more! " 

{From ** Ebb and Flow:') 
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IN the orchard old, as night draws nigh, 
A moist March wind is blowing; 
Over my head, in a cloud-rift high, 
A glimmering rim in a misty sky, 
I see the young moon showing. 

Through branches bare the soft air sings 

And there seems a faint life stirring, 
With a sound like that which the light rain brings. 
Or the half-uttered words of whispering things. 

Or a wish of wee wings whirring. 

In darkness deep the brown seed swells. 
And up from the warm earth flowing 

I am sure that a faint sweet music wells. 

Like the tingUng tones of tiniest bells, 
A song of spring flowers growing. 



I joy, although I lie in dust, 
I joy, not that I ask or choose. 

But simply that I must 
I love and fear not, and I cannot lose 
One instant this great certainty of peace. 
Long as God ceases not, I cannot cease: 
I must arise. 

ffefon Hunt Saettoii 
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THE hour draws on when all the air is still, 
The wan stars glitter with unearthly blue; 
Shut up the book; forth to the outland chill; 
The mystic moonlight silvers down the hill; 

Bind on the springing shoe. 
For down the forest ways strange murmurs go, 
And wraiths walk silent on the unshadowed snow. 

Never a breath to stir the silver night; 

The snow-shoe crackles on the untrod way; 
A million broken gleams of broken light 
Sparkle on every drift and drop from sight, 

And noiseless phantoms gray 
Gather in moonlight haze on either hand. 
And wave a welcome from the silent land. 

In the white splendor of the ghostly moon 

The grim, bare woods loom inky from the snow; 
From the awed silence of the plenilune 
Into the frozen forest's depth and gloom 

Through the black shades I go; 
Till, in the rigid hush, myself I seem 
To move, a spectre, in a world of dream. 

Srcmft MUnk (pottock 

See! a ghost- white violet 
In the woodland meadow set. 
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THE day is cold, and dark, and dreary; 
It rains, and the wind is never weary; 
The vine still clings to the mouldering wall, 
But at every gust the dead leaves fall. 
And the day is dark and dreary. 

My life is cold, and dark, and dreary; 
It rains, and the wind is never weary; 
My thoughts still cling to the mouldering Past, 
But the hopes of youth fall thick in the blast, 
And the days are dark and dreary. 

Be still, sad heart! and cease repining; 
Behind the cloud is the sun still shining; 
Thy fate is the common fate of all, 
Into each life some rain must fall, 
Some days must be dark and dreary. 



How tired one grows of a rainy day, 

For a rainy day brings back so much; 
Old dreams revive that are buried away; 

And the past comes back to the sight and touch. 
When the night is short and the day is long. 

And the rain falls down with a ceaseless beat, 
We tire of our thoughts as we tire of a song 

That over and over is played in the street 
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BOLD March! Wild March! 
Oh! you saucy fellow! 
Even though your voice is rough 
We know your heart is mellow. 
Hush! You'll wake the children up, 

They are sweetly sleeping, 
Daffodil and Buttercup 

Still are silence keeping. 
Sing, then, low, softly blow. 
Whisper sweetly, softly — so. 

There now. So now. 

Listen to the clatter! 
Pink Arbutus stirs in bed 

And wonders what's the matter. 
All the icy fleets set free, 

Down the streams are rushing; 
Toward the everlasting sea 

Wildly, madly pushing. 

Up hill, down dale. 

Over moor and mountain; 
Shout and sing " Awake! *Tis Spring! " 

Burst forth, O laughing fountain! 
Bend, tall elms, your graceful heads! 

Swing low, O weeping willows! 
Stretch, little blades of grass; for March 

Has come to air your pillows! 

3oite H. 3one* 
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ALL round and round my dwelling moans 
• A weird crone in her woe; 
The windows creak, the chimney groans, 
The frozen branches snap like bones 
Amid the frost and snow. 

Down long unlighted lanes she grieves. 

Then backward turns again, 
And rakes in heaps the sodden leaves 
To scatter them as unbound sheaves. 

For easement of her pain. 

An outcast over hill and wold/ 

And known of every sky, 
Weary and stung with winter's cold. 
Homeless and shelterless and old, 

She moans but cannot die. 

Thick is the darkness 

Sunward, O, sunward! 
Rough is the highway — 

Onward, still onward! 

Dawn harbors surely 

East of the shadows. 
Facing us somewhere 

Spread the sweet meadows. 
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WHEN twilight comes across the snows, 
And dreamily the far heaven glows 
With memories of the blushing west 
Upon its star scrolled palimpsest, 
The breath of winter softer grows. 

Across the stark and withered close 
A phantom whisper comes and goes — 
The soul of spring in mournful quest — 
When twilight comes. 

A dreamy stillness lulls the woes 
That earth in dreary winter knows; 
As to the lone and weary breast 
The deepening shadows breathe of rest. 
And hush the soul in death's repose 
When twilight comes. 

CfifforMgotoor^ 



The night is soon to wed the day, 
And for the virgin pale 

Hath wrought a multitude of stars 
Into a bridal veil. 



(Bofierf Hotemon 
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*^ /^~V UT in the meadows the young grass springs, 
1 1 Shivering with sap," said the larks, " and 
we 

Shoot into air with our strong young wings. 
Spirally up over level and lea; 

Come, O swallows, and fly with us. 

Now that horizons are luminous! 

Evening and morning the world of light, 

Spreading and kindHng, is infinite! " 

Far away, by the sea in the south. 
The hills of olive and the slopes of fern 

Whiten and glow in the sun's long drouth. 
Under the heavens that beam and burn; 

And all the swallows were gathered there. 

Flitting about in the fragrant air. 

And heard no sound from the larks, but flew, 

Flashing under the blinding blue. 

Out of the depths of their soft, rich throats 

Languidly fluted the thrushes, and said: 
" Musical thought in the mild air floats. 
Spring is coming, and winter is dead! 
Come, O swallows, and stir the air, 
For the buds are all bursting unaware. 
And the dropping eaves and the elm trees long 
To hear the sound of your low, sweet song." 

^^lmln^ ^tOitticm 4Rouu 
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THE wind blows wild on Bos'n Hill, 
Far off is heard the ocean's rote; 
Low overhead the gulls scream shrill, 
And homeward scuds each little boat 

Then the dead Bos'n wakes in glee 

To hear the storm-king's song; 
And from the top of mast-tree pine 

He blows his whistle loud and long. 

The village sailors hear the call, 

Lips pale and eyes grow dim; 
Well know they, though he pipes them all. 

He means but one shall answer him. 

He pipes the dead from out their graves. 

Whose' bones the tansy hides; 
He pipes the dead beneath the waves, 

They hear and cleave the rising tides. 

But sailors know when next they sail 

Beyond the Hilltop's view. 
There's one amongst them shall not fail 

To join the Bos'n's Crew. 

30^ ^I8ee 
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WHEN the hounds of spring are on winter's 
traces 
The mother of months in meadow or 
plain 
Fills the shadows and windy places 

With lisp of leaves and ripple of rain; 
And the brown, bright nightingale amorous 
Is half assuaged for Itylus, 
For the Thracian ships and the foreign faces; 
The tongueless vigil, and all the pain. 

Come with bows bent and with emptying quivers, 

Maiden most perfect, lady of light. 
With the noise of winds and many rivers, 

With a clamor of waters, and with might; 
Bind on thy sandals, O thou most fleet. 
Over the splendor and speed of thy feet! 
For the faint east quickens, the wan west shivers, 

Round the feet of the day and the feet of the night 
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A KEEN, insistent hint of dawn 
Fell from the mountain height; 
A wan, uncertain gleam betrayed 
The faltering of the night. 

The emphasis of silence made 

The fog above the brook 
Intensely pale; the trees took on 

A haunted, haggard look. 

Such quiet came, expectancy 

Filled all the earth and sky: 
Time seemed to pause a little space; 

I heard a dream go by! 



I heard a whisper sweet and keen 
Flow through the fringe of rushes green, 
The water saying some light thing. 
The rushes gaily answering. 
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•TTTIS so dark, so dark here under the ground! 
I We reach, and we struggle, we know not 

where; 
We long for something we have not found, 
We seek and we find not, but cannot despair. 

It is warm and sweet here under the earth, 
And so peaceful too— why cannot we stay? 

What is this change that is named a birth? 
And what is that wonderful thing called Day? 

What a power is on us; we may not wait; 

Within we feel it struggle and thrill. 
While upward we reach to find our fate. 

And this ceaseless, mysterious want to fulfil. 

They say that at last we shall reach the Air; 

Will breathing be freedom, and light be life? 
What mystic change shall we meet with there 

When the blossom shall crown this mute, strange 
strife? 

So, ending answerless, the song is done — 
The song so often upon the earth begun. 
Whose closing and triumphant harmonies 
Shall ne'er be sounded but beyond the skies. 

Sf orence i^mC^ 
89 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE cock is crowing, 
The stream is flowing. 
The small birds twitter. 
The lake doth glitter. 
The green field sleeps in the sun; 
The oldest and youngest 
Are at work with the strongest; 
The cattle are grazing, 
Their heads never raising; 
There are forty feeding like one! 

Like an army defeated 

The snow hatli retreated. 

And now doth fare ill; 

On the top of the bare hill; 

The blow-boy is whooping — anon — ^anon! 

There's joy on the mountains; 

There's life in the fountains; 

Small clouds are sailing, 

Blue sky prevailing; 

The winter is over and gone! 

fVOi^Um n09or5it9orf9 

The clouds are gray, the ocean raves. 
The winds are roaring in their caves. 
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Cheerily t earth / Be glad and sing: 
Love is above J the year's at the spring. 

The face of the sky on his azure wings, 
The warm brown earth on his homely breast; 
And, springing between them, in double birth 
Of the changeless sky and the changing earth. 
This voice of the spring's first herald blest! 

earth, he glad! The brown breast heaves. 
For God is above! The wings upstart — 
Is this thy message, by mortals heard: 
Since heaven and earth can touch in a bird, 
Perhaps they are never so far apart? 

Cheerily, earth ! Be glad and sing : 
Love is above ^ the year's at the spring. 



Humbly I bend upon the greening sod 
To welcome the latest gift from God, 
That was not yesterday and is to-day. 
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DEEP in the wave is a coral grove, 
Where the purple mullet and the gold-fish 
rove; 
Where the sea-flower spreads its leaves of blue 
That never are wet with falling dew, 
But in bright and changeful beauty shine 
Far down in the green and glassy brine. 
The floor is of sand, like the mountain drift. 
And the pearl-shells spangle the flinty snow; 
From coral rocks the sea-plants lift 
Their boughs, where the tides and billows flow; 
The water is calm and still below. 
For the winds and waves are absent there, 
And the sands are as bright as the stars that glow 
In the motionless fields of upper air. 
There, with its waving blade of green. 
The sea-flag streams through the silent water. 
And the crimson leaf of the dulse is seen 
To blush, like a banner bathed in slaughter. 
There, with a light and easy motion. 
The fan-coral sweeps through the clear, deep sea; 
And the yellow and scarlet tufts of ocean 
Are bending like corn on the upland lea. 
And life, in rare and beautiful forms. 
Is sporting amid those bowers of stone. 
And is safe when the wrathful spirit of storms 
Has made the top of the wave his own. 
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BLACK Winter reared a prison grim and great; 
He tomb'd sweet Spring therein with icy 
bands, 
Then callM his bitter winds from northern lands 
And set them, warder-wise, to guard the gate. 

He sang, he laughed, a blizzard laugh — he cried: 
" Mine, mine! The maid is mine for evermore! 
The hurricane's wild bells on Arctic shore 

Shall peal in thunders when I wed my bride." 

The Sun- God heard the captive Maiden's moan, 
And sent a shaft of love, so strong, so true, 
It pierced the prison and its Keeper through. 

And drove him howling to his farthest zone. 

The ice- walls fell: the gyves slipped from her hand: 
The Maid stepped forth: bird-music shook the 

skies: 
Her lover looked into her blue, blue eyes 

And led her over all the laughing land. 

Look from the hill-side far away. 
Over pasture and fallow and field of hay, 
To the hazy peaks of the azure range. 
Which change forever, yet never change! 
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BUT one short week ago the trees were bare, 
And winds were keen, and violets pinched 
with frost; 

Winter was with us; but the larches tost 
Lightly their crimson buds, and here and there 
Rooks cawed. To-day the Spring is in the air 

And in the blood: sweet sun-gleams come and go 

Upon the hills, in lanes the wild-flowers blow. 
And tender leaves are bursting everywhere. 
About the hedge the small birds peer and dart. 

Each bush is full of amorous flutterings 
And little rapturous cries. The thrush apart 

Sits throned, and loud his ripe contralto rings. 
Music is on the wind, and in my heart 

Infinite love for all created things. 

What unseen power hath wrought this wondrous 
change? 
It was but yestermom the dull brown mold 
Grew by some sudden magic, new and strange, 
Bright with these starry flakes of living gold. 
Ah, can it be that olden tale is true? 

Hath Phrygian Midas journeyed through the land. 
And while men slumbered and the south-wind blew, 
Let fall these golden discs from out his hand? 

Smnetqj^. (g/titfon 
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A SONG to the oak» the brave old oak, 
Who hath ruled in the greenwood long; 
Kerens health and renown to his broad 
green crown, 
And his fifty arms so strong. 
There* s fear in his frown when the sun goes down, 

And the fire in the west fades out; 
And he showeth his might on a wild midnight, 
When the storms through his branches shout 

In the days of old, when the spring with cold 

Had brightened his branches with gray, 
Through the grass at his feet crept maidens sweet. 

To gather the dew of May. 
And on that day to the rebeck gay 

They frolicked with lovesome swains; 
They are gone, they are dead, in the churchyard laid, 

But the tree it still remains. 

He saw the rare times when the Christmas chimes 

Was a merry sound to hear. 
When the squire* s wide hall and the cottage small 

Were filled with good English cheer. 
Now gold hath the sway we all obey. 

And a ruthless king is he; 
But he never shall send our ancient friend 

To be tossed on the stormy sea. 
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Now are the winds about us in their glee, 
Tossing the slender tree; 
Whirling the sands about his furious car, 
March cometh from afar; 

Breaks the sealed magic of old Winter's dreams, 
And rends his glassy streams; 
Chafing with potent airs, he fiercely takes 
Their fetters from the lakes. 
And, with a power by queenly Spring supplied. 
Wakens the slumbering tide. 

With a wild love he seeks young Summer's charms 

And clasps her to his arms; 

Lifting his shield between, he drives away 

Old Winter from his prey: 

The ancient tyrant, whom he boldly braves, 

Goes howling to his caves; 

And, to his northern realm compelled to fly. 

Yields up the victory; 

Melted are all his bands, o'erthrown his towers. 

And March comes, bringing flowers. 

What does the wind say in the night? 

It seems to me, if my dreams are right, 

" There are rainbows back of the storms to be — 

Back of the storm and its mystery; 

But, oh, for the ships that are lost at sea! " 

STCItlK M» gnvntOa 
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SEE the nodding roses, the swaying trumpet 
vine, 
And trembling in the wind's caress the 
blushing columbine. 



The humming-bird is drinking from the honey- 
suckle's flask, 

A spirit of some flashing gem whose heaven is 
where? I ask. 

I see the pearly lily pour out its costly wine. 
So light, it seems but incense faint, a perfume rare 
and fine. 

The clustering locust blossoms, the violet cool and 

sweet. 
And flaming in the warm sunlight, the poppy's 

scarlet heat. 

All summer's wealth of fragrance makes heavy all 

the air; 
And birds and bees and butterflies, and life and love 

are there. 

But why this dear enchantment beneath a snowy 

sky? 
A half-blown rose lies in my hand: She sent it, that 

is why. 
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STILL must I climb, if I would rest: 
The bird soars upward to his nest; 
The young leaf on the tree-top high 
Cradles itself within the sky. 



The streams, that seem to hasten down. 
Return in clouds, the hills to crown; 
The plant arises from her root, 
To rock aloft her flower and fruit 

I cannot in the valley stay: 
The great horizons stretch awayt 
The very cliffs that wall me round 
Are ladders unto higher ground. 

To work — to rest — ^for each a time; 
I toil, but I must also climb. 
What soul was ever quite at ease 
Shut in by earthly boundaries? 

And heaven draws near as I ascend; 
The breeze invites, the stars befriend: 
All things are beckoning toward the Best: 
I climb to thee, my God, for rest! 

MjttW MOtCOUt 
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" y^ MARY, go and call the cattle home, 
1 m And call the cattle home, 

And call the cattle home. 
Across the sands o* Dee." 
The western wind was wild and dank wi' foam, 
And all alone went she. 

The creeping tide came up along the sand. 
And o'er and o'er the sand. 
And round and round the sand, 
As far as eye could see; 
The blinding mist came down and hid the land: 
And never home came she. 

" O, is it weed, or fish, or floating hair — 
A tress o* golden hair, 
O' drowned maiden's hair — 
Above the nets at sea? 
Was never salmon yet that shone so fair. 
Among the stakes on Dee." 

They rowed her in across the rolling foam — 
The cruel, crawling foam. 
The cruel, hungry foam — 

To her grave beside the sea; 
But still the boatmen hear her call the cattle home 
Across the sands o' Dee! 
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WITH many a curve my banks I fret 
By many a field and fallow, 
And many a fairy foreland set 
With willow weed and mallow. 

I chatter, chatter, as I flow 

To join the brimming river; 
For men may come and men may go. 

But I go on forever. 



I steal by lawns and grassy plots; 

I slide by hazel covers; 
I move the sweet forget-me-nots 

That grow for happy lovers. 

I slip, I slide, I gloom, I glance. 
Among my skimming swallows; 

I make the netted sunbeam dance 
Against my sandy shallows. 

And out again I curve and flow 
To join the brimming river. 

For men may come and men may go. 
But I go on forever. 
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^tlMb from i9t |ka 

WIND came up out of the sea, 
And said, " O mists, make room for me! ' 



It hailed the ships, and cried, " Sail on. 
Ye mariners, the night is gone." 

And hurried landward far away, 
Crying, " Awake! it is the day." 

It touched the wood-bird's folded wing. 
And said, " O bird, awake and sing! " 

It crossed the churchyard with a sigh. 
And said, " Not yet! in quiet lie." 

The noble river widens as we drift. 

And the deep waters more than brackish grow; 

We note the sea-birds flying to and fro. 
And feel the ocean-currents plainly lift 
Our bark, and yet our course we would not shift: 

These are but signs by which the boatmen know 

They're drawing near the port to which they go 
To land their cargo or to bring their gift. 

e. cp. (B- 
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SHE stood alone amidst the barren fields — 
Brown, sodden fields, all desolate and bare. 
"The Spring is late," she said, "the faith- 
less Spring, 
That should have come to make the meadows fair. 

Their sweet South left too soon; among the trees. 
The birds, bewildered, flutter to and fro; 

For them no green boughs wait — ^their memories 
Of last year's April had deceived them so." 

She watched the homeless birds, the slow, sad 
Spring, 

The barren fields, the shivering, naked trees. 
"Thus God has dealt with me, his child," she said; 

" I wait my Spring-time, and am cold like these. 

To them will come the fullness of their time; 

Their Spring, though late, will make the meadows 
fair; 
Shall I, who wait like them, like them be blessed? 

I am his own — doth not my Father care? " 

The days are all wet with the damp of the sea; 

The nights are all cold with the breath of the spray; 
But the wild winds* song is as music to me, 

And the days are as sweet as the heart of May. 
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MY heart gives thanks for yonder hill. 
That makes the valley safe and still; 
That shuts from sight my onward way 
And sets a limit to my day; 

On that fair bound across the west 

My eyes find pasturage and rest. 

And of its dewy stillness drink 

As do the stars upon its brink; 

It shields me from the days to come, 

And makes the present hour my home. 

Deeper will be my rest to-night 

For this clear calmness of the height; 

Yet somewhere on its wooded sides 
To-morrow's onward pathway hides, 
And I shall wake at early mom, 
To find a world beyond, new-bom. 

I thank thee, Lord, that thou dost lay 
These near horizons on my way. 
If I could all my journeys see 
There were no charm of mystery. 

Upon thy limits rests my heart; 
Its safe horizon. Lord, thou art! 
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OTHE lark by Avon's side 
When the leas were wet with dew. 
Soaring heavenward, fain to hide 
In the far celestial blue! 
Light the wind of June went by; 
Rose the mist in sunny mazes; 
High o'er cloud and zephyr winging 
To the angels soared he, singing 
Golden sweet — ^then silently 
Dropped to rest amid the daisies. 

Lark and thrush, I lo,ve thee well; 

But I heard a rarer song 
As a wild March evening fell 

Bleak New Hampshire's heights along. 
Trees were bare and brooks were still; 

On Kearsarge the snow was lying: 
One red cloud athwart the gray 
Faded, faded slow away. 
And the north wind o'er the hill 

Like the dirge of hope was sighing. 

Hark! a robin in the elm 

Warbling notes so glad and free, 
Straight he brought a summer realm 
Over thousand leagues of sea! 

^S^naman (proeMt 
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GOME, let us plant the apple-tree. 
Cleave the tough greensward with the spade; 
Wide let its hollow bed be made; 
There gently lay the roots, and there 
Sift the dark mold with kindly care. 

And press it o'er them tenderly. 
As, round the sleeping infant's feet. 
We softly fold the cradle-sheet; 
So plant we the apple-tree. 

What plant we in this apple-tree? 

Buds, which the breath of summer days 

Shall lengthen into leafy sprays; 

Boughs where the thrush, with crimson breast. 

Shall haunt and sing and hide her nest; 

We plant, upon the sunny lea, 
A shadow for the noontide hour, 
A shelter from the summer shower. 

When we plant the apple-tree. 

What plant we in this apple-tree? 
Fruits that shall swell in sunny June, 
And redden in the August noon. 
And drop when gentle airs come by. 
That fan the blue September sky, 

While children come, with cries of glee. 
And seek them where the fragrant grass 
Betrays their bed to those who pass. 

At the foot pf the apple-tree. 

nsHfftom tuff en ^l^rfsmf 
105 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 




^^^'-2^^^-^^-^-H^-^'^^ 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



@prie 



He the great World-Musician at whose stroke 
The stars of morning into music broke; 
He from whose Being Infinite are caught 
All harmonies of light, and sound, and thought — 
Once in each age to keep the world in tune 
He strikes a note sublime. Nor late, nor soon, 
A God-like soul — music and passion's birth — 
Vibrates across the discord of the earth 
And sets the world aright. 

O, these are they 
Who on men's hearts with mightiest power can 

play— 
The master-poets of humanity. 
Sent down from heaven to lift men to the sky. 
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NOW the noisy winds are still; 
April's coming up the hill! 
All the spring is in her train, 
Led by shining ranks of rain; 
Pit, pat, patter, clatter. 
Sudden sun, and clatter, patter! 
First the blue and then the shower; 
Bursting bud and smiling flower; 
Brooks set free with tinkling ring; 
Birds too full of song to sing; 
Crisp old leaves astir with pride. 
Where the timid violets hide — 
All things ready with a will — 
April's coming up the hill! 

(0(irc ^(i|)e« 1^o^se 

Sow thy seed; 
Glad is the light of spring — ^the sun is glowing. 

Do thou thy need; 
Who knows when flower or deed shall cease its 
growing? 

Thy seed may be 
Bearer of thousands scattered far and near; 

Eternity 
May feel the impress of the deed done here. 

^9w A* ibafmon 
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LONG I followed happy guides, 
I could never reach their sides; 
Their step is forth, and, ere the day, 
Breaks up their leaguer, and away. 
Keen my sense, my heart was young, 
Right good-will my sinews strung. 
But no speed of mine avails 
To hunt upon their shining trails. 
On and away, their hasting feet 
Make the morning proud and sweet; 
Flowers they strew — I catch the scent; 
Or tone of silver instrument 
Leaves on the wind melodious trace; 
Yet I could never see their face. 
On eastern hills I see their smokes. 
Mixed with mist by distant lochs. 
I met many travellers 
Who the road had surely kept; 
They saw not my fine revellers — 
These had crossed them while they slept 
Some had heard their fair report. 
In the country or the court 
Fleetest couriers alive 
Never yet could once arrive. 
As they went or they returned. 
At the house where these sojourned. 
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THE brook is brimmed with melted snow. 
The maple sap is running. 
And on the highest elms a crow 

His big black wings is sunning. 
A close green bud the May-flower lies 

Upon its mossy pillow; 
And soft and low the South wind blows. 
And through the bare fields calling goes, 

** Come, Pussy! Pussy Willow! 
Within your close brown wrapper stir! 
Come out and show your silver fur! 

Come, Pussy! Pussy Willow! " 
Soon red will bud the maple trees. 

The bluebirds will be singing. 
And yellow tassels in the breeze 

Be from the poplars swinging; 
And rosy will the May-flower lie 

Upon its mossy pillow, 
But you must come the first of all. 
" Come, Pussy! " is the South wind's call — 

" Come, Pussy! Pussy Willow! " 
A fairy gift to children dear, 
The downy firstling of the year — 

" Come, Pussy! Pussy Willow! " 
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HER gentle eyes with tears are brimming over, 
Yet on her lips there ever rests a smile; 
Each year she cometh from the South — ^a 
rover, 
And lures our hearts with many an April wile. 



All day against my window blurred and dim 
The rain had dripped with dreary monotone. 
And leaning mists, that hurrying winds had blown 

From o'er the distant mountain's purple rim, 

Made twilight pale within the leafless woods. 

There, in those bleak and dismal solitudes, 
No bud made bright the branches dull and gray, 

Nor bloom shone on the withered vines that shed 
Their broken stems along the winding way; 

" The spring will come no more, no more," I said, 
" Unto my life made sad with loss and pain! " 
When, lo! across the clouds of driving rain 

The sunlight broke with splendor sweet and mild, 

And from the greening turf the first blue violet 
smiled! 
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•TTTIS springtime on the eastern hills; 
I Like torrents gush the summer rills; 

Through winter's moss and dry dead leaves 
The bladed grass revives and lives, 
Pushes the mouldering waste away, 
And glimpses to the April day. 
In kindly shower and sunshine bud 
The branches of the dull gray wood; 
Out from its sunned and sheltered nooks 
The blue eye of the violet looks; 
The southwest wind is warmly blowing, 

And odors from the springing grass. 

The pine tree and the sassafras. 
Are with it on its errands going. 



fW^iit 



nOitb (SiotktB 



On mossy beds deep in the dusky woods, 
We found them; where the ivy spreads its bowers 
For a canopy. Showy, wee, wild flowers 

Were bordered all around, and 'neath green hoods 

Each tiny face peeped shyly; dark wild- woods 
Made twilight here at noon, and spring's bright 

hours 
With cooling dew and humid April showers 

Bejewelled each starry face. • • • 



^nna ^(ftforb 
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NLY a bulb— 

And yet I knew that through and through 
A subtle essence slept, 
And underneath the silvery sheath 
Soft tinge of color crept 



Only a bulb— 

And dry, I see; yet tenderly, 

From Mother Earth's brown heart. 
Sweet nourishment is upward sent 

To every waiting part 

Only a bulb — 

No spinning-loom from out thy tomb 

Can draw thy thread-like root. 
No stirring breeze thy mysteries 

Uplift in leaf-like shoot 

Only a bulb — 

Yet wide awake, without mistake 

A hyacinth blooms forth, 
And fragrant bells its advent tells 

A welcome floral birth. 

Corof ine tfit^^ 9>oMi 
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OH ! never Easter morning yet 
But thrilled with secret sign, 
As if the heavens and earth had met 
And pulsed with life divine; 
The air seems full of whisperings — 

And every passing breeze 
A breath of hope and promise brings. 
Blown from eternal seas. 

And tithes of love float down to earth 

In blessed prophecy, 
While heavenly longings have their birth 

For that which we shall be; 
Through all the radiant, conscious air 

Our thoughts arise to God, 
And footprints, round us everywhere. 

Reveal the path He trod. 

The path He trod! Up from the tomb 

On waves of trembling light. 
Whose glories compassed Him about 

And hid from mortal sight. 
By signs and tokens lingering yet 

We feel His presence near. 
And He who walked on Olivet 

Now walks beside us here. 
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FAIR are the lilies far away 
That bloom in the Holy Land; 
There shimmering fields of flowers display 
The cunning workman's hand. 
Bright are the varied rainbow hues 
As lustre of metals, the faint steel blues 
Quiver in sunlight, like gauzy wings 
Of myriad insects; the light breeze sings 
A low love song as it passes by, 
Waving the flowers with its melody. 

Fair are the fields where the lilies grow 

Tall and white in the golden sun; 
A fountain of gardens is there I know; 

Oh! to that land could my swift feet run. 
Then would a thousand gardens bloom — 
Roses and lilies, whose sweet perfume 
Would fill the air with its fragrant breath. 
Till we drank life in and defied grim Death 
Blessings of corn and oil and wine 
Flow in the land of the Man Divine. 
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GOD does not send us strange flowers every 
year; 
When the spring winds blow o'er pleasant 
places, 
The same dear things lift up the same fair faces. 
The violet is here. 

It all comes back: the odor, grace, and hue; 
Each sweet relation of its life repeated; 
No blank is left, no looking-for is cheated; 
It is the thing we know. 

So after the death-winter it must be. 
God will not put strange signs in the heavenly places: 
The old love shall look out from the old faces. 
Veilchen! I shall have thee! 

^define Idtttfon froln ^^int^ 

All through the hours of night. 

The unremitting rain 
Beats with its footsteps light 

Upon the window-pane; 
Again and yet again 

The raindrops come aright. 
To ears of slumber fain, 

The moments in their flight. 
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LORD God, thou lettest the green things start 
A new life every year; 
Out of their sunken selves they rise. 
Erect and sweet and clear. 
Behold the lilies' pure, white leaves 
Unfolding by each mere! 

Again the sap mounts in the fir 

Through ever swelling vein; 
Again the clover stirs and thrills. 

Responsive to the rain; 
Again the tender grass makes green 

The lone breast of the plain. 

Hear the new, golden flood of song 

The lark pours to the blue! 
Behold the strong, undaunted root 

Pushing its brave front through 
The fallen tree. . . . Lord God, Lord God, 

Let me begin anew! 

Out of my own self let me rise! 

For, God, if it can be 
A new and noble birth growth may spring 

From yon decaying tree — 
Surely a strong, pure life may mount 

Out of this life of me. 



&ta gisg^tiAon 
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THROUGH the rushes by the river 
Runs a drowsy tremor sweet. 
And the waters stir and shiver 
In the darkness at their feet: 
From the sombre east up-stealing. 
Gradual, with slow revealing, 
Comes the dawn, and with a sigh 
Night goes by. 

Here and there, to mildest wooing. 

Folded buds are open blown; 
And the drops, their leaves bedewing. 

Like to seed-pearls thickly sown. 
Sinking, with the blessing olden. 
Deep into each calyx golden, 
A supreme behest obey, 
Then melt away. 

And while robes of splendor trailing 

Fitly deck the glowing mom, 
And a fragrance fresh exhaling 

Greets her loveliness new-bom. 
Midst divine melodic voicings, 
Midst delicious mute rejoicings, 
Strong as when the worlds began, 
Awakens Pan! 

fCorenee ^orCe €00^ 
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SUCH a mystical, sweet promise. 
When the wind blows from the south. 
And a bird is in the orchard 
With God's greeting in his mouth! 
Have I fainted, have I doubted. 

In the days that have gone by? 
Have I said, " There is no rising 
Unto mortals when they die? " 
It is past, that blind self- wounding! 

I have heard the robin sing, 
I have caught the Easter message. 
In the first breath of the Spring. 



Daffodil, lily, and crocus. 

They stir, they break from the sod. 
They are glad of the sun, and they open 

Their golden hearts to God. 

We, scattering troops arid kindreds. 
From out the stars wind-blown 

To this wayside comer of space. 
This world that we call our own — 

We, of the edge-rows of Time, 
We, too, shall divide the sod, 

Emerge to the light, and blossom. 
With our hearts held up to God. 
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I HEARD a farmer talk one day, 
Telling his listeners how 
In the wide, new country far away. 
The rainfall follows the plow. 

" As fast as they break it up, you see, 

And turn the heart to the sun, 
As they open the furrows deep and free. 

And the tillage is begun, 

" The earth grows mellow, and more and more 

It holds and sends to the sky 
A moisture it never had before 

When its face was hard and dry. 

" And so wherever the plowshares run. 

And clouds run overhead; 
And the soil that works and lets in the sun. 

With water is always fed." 

I wonder if ever that farmer knew 

The half of his simple word, 
Or guessed the message that, heavenly true. 

Within it was hidden and heard? 
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SPRING, with that nameless pathos in the air 
Which dwells with all things fair. 
Spring, with her golden suns and silver rain. 
Is with us once again. 

Out in the lonely woods the jasmine bums 
Its fragrant lamps, and turns 
Into a royal court with green festoons 
The banks of dark lagoons. 

In the deep heart of every forest tree 
The blood is all aglee. 
And there's a look about the leafless bowers 
As if they dreamed of flowers. 

And there's a sense of blossoms yet unborn 
In the sweet airs of morn; 
One almost looks to see the very street 
Grow purple at his feet 

At times a fragrant breeze comes floating by, 
And brings, you know not why, 
A feeling as when eager crowds await 
Before a palace gate 

Some wondrous pageant; and you scarce would start. 
If from a beech's heart 

A blue-eyed Dryad, stepping forth, should say, 
" Behold me! I am May! " 

fSenrf C^inro^ 
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DEEP, deep, and clear and strong. 
Brimming its termless tide. 
The river flows along. 
Murmuring the undersong 
Where mystic measures hide. 

The great pines tower serene, 
Freely their great roots drink; 

Their boughs the beeches lean 

Above the dark and green 
Translucence of the brink. 

And ever as it flows 

It paints the height of heaven; 
With myrtle and with rose 
It mirrors the day's close 

And all the peace of even. 

There space that has no end. 

And night that has no bars, 
With far, strange glories bend 
Where the dark eddies trend. 

To glass the outmost stars. 

licmUf (prtacoif dufoffofb 
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YE musical hounds of the fairy king. 
Who hunt for the golden dew, 
Who track for your game the green coverts 
of spring, 
Till the echoes that lurk in the flower-bells ring, 
With peal of your elfin crew I 

How joyous your life, if its pleasures ye knew, 

Singing ever from bloom to bloom! 
Ye wander the summer year's paradise through. 
The souls of the flowers are the viands for you, 

And the air that you breathe, perfume. 



And oh, the breath of sudden mom! 

When mother earth is pulsing fast 
With life, and life seems spilling o'er 

With love, with love too sweet to last: 
Of sudden mom beneath the sun. 

By God's great river wrapped in gray. 
That for a space forgets to run, 

And hides his face as if to pray. 
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WELCOME, maids of honorl 
You doe bring 
In the spring, 
And wait upon her. 

She has virgins many 

Fresh and faire; 

Yet you are 
More sweet than any. 

Y'are the maiden posies, 

And so grac't. 

To be plac't 
'Fore damask roses. 

Yet though thus respected. 

By and by 

Ye doe lie, 
Poore girlesi neglected. 

^jfitktf Htffficft 

Violets! deep-blue violets! 

April's loveliest coronets! 

There are no flowers grow in the vale 

Kiss'd by the dew, woo'd by the gale — 

None by the dew of the twilight wet. 

So sweet as the deep-blue violet. 
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THE trcc-tops are writing all over the sky, 
An' a heigh hoi 
There's a bird now and then flitting faster by. 
An' a heigh hoi 
The buds are rounder, and some are red 
On the places where last year's leaves were dead; 
An' a heigh ho, an' a heigh 1 

There's a change in every bush in the hedge; 

An' a heigh ho! 
And down has all gone from the last year's sedge; 

An' a heigh hoi 
The nests have blown out the apple-trees; 
The birds that are coming can build where they 
please; 

An' a heigh ho, an' a heigh! 

The signs may be counted till days are done; 

An' a heigh ho! 
An' watchers can listen while waters run; 

An' a heigh hoi 
Old men in sunshine may skip or tarry. 
Young men and maidens can joy and marry; 

An' a heigh ho, an' a heigh! 
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li^^ On wistful knees 

In the swaying grass I sank, 
While, all around, 
A soft choral sound 
Swelled from bower and bank. 

Two slender blows. 

And I arose 

Of sordid aims bereft, 

By the accolade 

Of a green grass-blade 

Ennobled and enfeoffed. 

Now am I lord 

Of weald and sward. 

Fellow to leaf and flower! 

Brook, bee, and bird 

Have passed the word 

That owns me from this hour! 

C^orCe* Ib^qpAT^ (porlto 

Have you never marked 
In cloudy weather, that the bees fly low? 
Disdain not their instruction: for it is 
The privilege of reason to grow wise 
By noting tricks of instinct 

127 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



(^vrii ttmUd^ 



WHEN maples drop their arteries of sweet 
That firs distill to amber honey; when 
The swollen brook is noisy in the glen, 
And robins, hopping o'er the brown earth, greet 
The gentle dawn with song; when snows retreat 
To fence and forest nook, and high again 
The soft clouds sail the sunny heaven — ^then 
The South Wind comes with hope and life replete. 
It knows the grave of every flower that sleeps. 
And wakes each little Lazarus. It dyes 
The dawn a fairer purple than of Tyre, 
And spills the cloudy cisterns of the skies. 
It lifts the heart like verse, but how it sweeps 
The chords of memory's pathetic lyre! 

tXttB 

The patient trees that so long have stood 

In their first appointed places; 
Do they ever murmur, and wish they could 

Have wider and varying places? 
Ah, no. They are growing in sweet content. 

Their branches and green leaves bearing. 
Lifting them sksrward, that nothing prevent 

The message that waits for declaring. 
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BLITHE newcomer! I have heard, 
I hear thee and rejoice: 
O cuckoo! shall I call thee bird, 
Or but a wandering voice? 

While I am lying on the grass. 

Thy loud note smites my ear! 
From hill to hill it seems to pass. 

At once far off and near. 

I hear thee babbling to the vale 

Of sunshine and of flowers; 
And unto me thou bring'st a tale 

Of visionary hours. 

Thrice welcome, darling of the spring I 

Even yet thou art to me 
No bird, but an invisible thing, 

A voice, a mystery. 

To seek thee did I often rove 
Through woods and on the green; 

And thou wert still a hope, a love 
Still longed for, never seen! 
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THE fire burned low, the day was nearly ended. 
And I was sad at heart and all alone; 
My thoughts with pain and sorrow so were 
blended, 
I turned impatient with a heart-wrung groan 
To the wide window, where, through small, soft rain, 
A sweet thrush raised its lovely liquid strain. 

So am I, said I, vainly ever trying 

To sing my songs through rain that always falls, 
Through night-winds bleak that never stay their 
sighing. 

Through such a strife, that all my soul appalls; 
There is no room for me; why should I try 
To sing at all, when surely I must die? 

The bird sang on, and through his stream of singing 
I seemed to hear him tell of summertime — 

The summer that the pale springtime is surely bring- 
ing 
To bless us with its rosy, perfumed clime; 

And so I did forget my present woe, 

In thinking that this cold gray time will go. 



130 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



(^ft\{ tmntj^tb 



I'LL seek him yet: in some warm nook 
He lies asleep beside the brook, 
Drugged by the spicy gales that pass; 
His pipe beside him on the grass 
Lies but half trimmed — just as it fell 
When Sleep passed o'er him her soft spell. 
I'll seek him yet: he does not hear 
The bee that drones beside his ear. 
Half buried in the nectared gloom 
Of some sweet-burdened, purple bloom. 
Above him droop the cooling leaves; 
His shaggy bosom falls and heaves. 
In his deep slumber's quietness; 
He will not hear me, though I press 
Through woven bough and vine and flower. 
Quite into his sleep-charmed bower. 
Ah me, how soundly he has slept! 
How well the mossy wood hath kept 
Its secret old! The poppied gales, 
Blown softly by, have told no tales 
Of sleeping Pan, while far astray 
His white flock goes this many a day. 

Though human foot hath never trod 
The leafy lair where lies the god. 
Who knows but by some happy chance 
I yet may rouse him from his trance! 
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KNEW you from afar, O loved and lover I 

Along the cliff you came — 
Along the jewelled grassy slopes breathed over 
With hyacinthine flame. 



Above the dark blue waters rose the clamor 

Of sea-gulls far away — 
You walked together through the glow and glamour 

Of that sweet summer day. 

Above, around you wheeled the darting swallows — 

The lark sang in the blue; 
The whins were golden — springing in the hollows 

The tender brackens grew. 

When days mayhap are dark that now are golden. 

So shall he stand by you — 
Your fingers in a steadfast hand-clasp holden — 

A strong heart beating true. 

Eastward you passed, brightening the bright June 
weather: 

Whatever hid from view 
Lies in the future ye shall pace together, 

God keep you both, you two! 
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BIRD sang sweet and strong 
In the top of the highest tree: 
He said, " I pour out my heart in song 
For the summer that soon shall be! " 



A 



A-deep in the shady wood. 

Another bird sang, " I pour 
My heart on the solemn solitude, 

For the springs that return no more." 

6eofie <Y)9tff torn CurfU 



The green trees arch their branches overhead; 

Idly I gaze up thro' their rustling leaves 

And watch the golden sunlight sifting through. 

I and this strange old world are best of friends. 

I have forgotten all her wrongs, 

The blows that she has dealt, and will again. 

All that life holds, I have. Who can have more? 

To-day is mine— one royal, golden day, 

Filled full of restfulness and sweet content 

I will forget to-morrow and its care; 

I have to-day. What more has any one? 

Sf oretice ^ugutfo Soneft 
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WHEN the warm sun, that brings 
Seed-time and harvest, has returned 
again, 
'Tis sweet to visit the still wood, where springs 
The first flower of the plain. 

I love the season well 

When forest glades are teeming with bright forms, 
Nor dark and many-folded clouds foretell 

The coming on of storms. 

The softly warbled song 

Comes from the pleasant woods, and colored wings 
Glance quick in the bright sun, that moves along 

The forest openings. 

When the bright sunset fills 

The silver woods with light, the green slope throws 
Its shadows in the hollows of the hills. 

And wide the upland glows. 

Sweet April! many a thought 
Is wedded unto thee, as hearts are wed; 

Nor shall they fail till, to its autumn brought. 
Life's golden fruit is shed. 



dotifllfnfofo 
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NIGHTLY the hoar-frost freezes 
The young grass of the field. 
Nor yet have blander breezes 
The buds of the oak unsealed: 
Not yet pours out the pine 
His airy resinous wine; 
But over the southern slope. 
In the heat and hurry of hope. 
The wands of the peach-tree first 
Into rosy beauty burst: 
A breath, and the sweet buds ope! 
A day, and the orchards bare, 
Like maids, in haste to be fair. 
Lightly themselves adorn 
With a scarf the Spring at the door 
Has sportively flung before, 
Or a stranded cloud of the morn! 

What spirit of Persia cometh 
And saith to the buds, " Unclose! " 

Ere ever the first bee hummeth. 
Or woodland wild flower blows? 

• •••••••• 

The peach and the poet know 

Under the chill the glow, 

And the token of golden days! 

q^t<v^ fairer 
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ONE morning I wandered across the green lea — 
The tall grass was waving and blowing — 
The leaves on each tree were dancing with 
glee— 
The gay little brook was a-flowing! 
O, blithely I sang while speeding along — 

And, O, how the bees kept a-humming — 

While swallows flew by across the blue sky 

And called, " She is coming, is coming! " 

I hastened across the meadow and slope — 

The flowers were crowding and springing— 
Each daisy held up its white little cup. 

And, O, how the birds were a-singing! 
And near and more near my happiness seemed — 

On wings it was flying to meet me. 
And all I had hoped and all I had dreamed 

Gave promise, that morning, to greet me. 

And still while my steps were speeding along. 

And still while I watched for a token, 
A messenger gray stood barring my way— 

I knew tho' his tale was unspoken — 
I knew — ^and the sun grew dim in the sky. 

And faint grew the smell of the clover — 
For O, my one love, my pure little dove. 

Was dead — and my dreaming was over. 

136 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



i^pxit Ctt^^^nint^ 



JOY, the melody-maker, through mine April 
winging, 
Furled a fickle pinion, rested him from flight; 
Joy, with rush and ripple through my boughs of 
apple, 
Joy, the merry-maker, set my days a-singing. 
Set my life vibrating as a branchlet swinging 
Where the birds alight 

O the melody-making I O the music breaking 
Through the life and laughter of an April light! 
O the song and clamor leaving tuneful tremor! 
Joy, the melody-making, ere my life forsaking, 
Joy hath taught me music — still the boughs are 
shaking 

Where he stayed his flight. 

<Bt9o 

Ah ! when cool-breasted Night hath drawn 

Her star-wrought mantle from the waking world, . 
On hills, where gleam the feet of Dawn, 

And trailing banners of the mist are furled. 
Then, O Narcissus, while the woodlands ring. 
Dost thou not miss me by thy silver spring? 

Sotneft (g. (gtnfon . 
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SPRING came out of the woodland chase, 
With her violet eyes and primrose face, 
With an iris scarf for her sole apparel, 
And her voice as blithe as a blackbird's carol. 

As she flitted by garth and slipped through glade 
Her light limbs winnowed the wind, and made 
The gold of the pollened palm to float 
On her budding bosom and dimpled throat. 

By the marigold marsh she paused to twist 
The gold-green coils round her blue-veined wrist. 
And out of the water-bed scooped the cresses, 
And frolicked them round her braidless tresses. 

She passed by the hazel dell, and lifted 

The coverlet fern where the snow had drifted. 

To see if it there still lingered on, 

Then shook the catkins, and laughed, " *Tis gone! " 

Through the crimson tips of the wintry brake 
She peeped, and shouted, "Awake! Awake!" 
And over the hill and down the hollow 
She called, " I have come. So follow, follow! " 
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A song for the joyful May-time, 

A song like the song of a bird, 
A song of the heart in its playtime. 

With never a sorrowful word! 

A song — but whence shall I win it, 

Winged like the butterflies, 
With the fresh-leaved wood's breath in it. 

And the glow of the glad surprise? 
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GLEAR wind the horns of Spring again 
(Hark, forward — hark!); 
O'er mellowing hills they ring again. 
Farewell to cold and dark! 
Up, up! and brush the dews away; 
The sun comes laughing through the gray. 
To gild the flying robes of May; 
Hark, forward — ^hark! 

The hordes of hope are out again 

(Hark, forward — ^hark!); 
Room for the merry rout again. 

Whose revels chase the dark! 
Their couriers are the dancing showers. 
And through the song-awakened hours 
The bright ranks follow — flowers on flowers; 

Hark, forward — hark! 

Beside the hurrying stream again 

(Hark, forward — hark!); 
We'll find our last year's dream again, 

Where pipes the meadow-lark. 
Come, love of mine, earth's fairest thing. 
With eyes that shine and lips that sing. 
Haste to the ringing call of Spring! 

Hark, forward — ^hark! 
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GOME up, come up, O soft Spring airs, 
Come from your silver shining seas. 
Where all day long you toss the wave 
About the low and palm-plumed keys! 

Forsake the spicy lemon groves. 
The balms and blisses of the South, 

And blow across the longing land 
The breath of your delicious mouth. 

Come from the almond bough you stir. 
The myrtle-thicket where you sigh; 

Oh, leave the nightingale, for here 
The robin whistles far and nigh! 

For here in reed and rush and grass. 

And tiptoe in the dusk and dew, 
Each sod of the brown earth aspires 

To meet the sun, the sun and you. 

Then come, O fresh Spring airs, once more 

Create the old delightful things. 
And woo the frozen world again 

With hints of heaven upon your wings! 

ISorHet (prtBCotf MPoffor^ 

May's warm, slow, yellow, dreaming nights. 
Gone are they; but I have them in my soul. 
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OH, yon's the way to Arcady, 
To Arcady, to Arcady, 
Oh, yon's the way to Arcady, 
Where all the leaves are merry! 

But how may he find Arcady, 
Who hath nor youth nor melody f 

What! know you not, old man (quoth he) — 
Your hair is white, your face is wise — 
That Love must kiss that mortal's eyes 

Who hopes to see fair Arcady? 

No gold can buy you entrance there; 

But beggared Love may go all bare — 

No wisdom won with weariness; 

But Love goes in with Folly's dress — 

No fame that wit could ever win; 

But only Love may lead Love in 
To Arcady, to Arcady. 

Ah, woe is me, through all my days 

Wisdom and wealth I both have got — 
And fame and name, and great men's praise; 

But Love, ah. Love! I have it not. 
There was a time, when life was new, 

But far away, and half forgot — 
I only know her eyes were blue; 

But Love — I fear I knew it not. 

flenrf Cu^fer qj^nar 
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UP hillside way a mom of May 
Wears sheen of white and pomp of green, 
And robins tilt on fence and spray. 
And friendly catbirds flute and preen. 

Up hillside way the brooks are brown. 

And little ripples catch the light; 
Beneath the uproar of the town 

I hear the brooks from mom till night. 

They chant a tender undersong, 

Amid the furious strife of trade; 
My heart goes back where I belong. 

Where once, a heedless child, I played. 

No golden gains up hillside way. 

No stock nor margins; Nature there 
Keeps open house both night and day 

And spreads her board with ample fare. 

I knew a taste of manna when 

I used to stroll up hillside way; 
Each summer was like heaven then, 

From springing grass to new-mown hay. 

^orflCMTtf 4B* 9b(in0ifCf 
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ACROSS the narrow beach we flit. 
One little sandpiper and I, 
And fast I gather, bit by bit. 
The scattered driftwood bleached and dry. 
The wild waves reach their hands for it. 

The wild, wind raves, the tide runs high, 
And up and down the beach we flit. 
One little sandpiper and I. 

Above our heads the sullen clouds 

Scud black and swift across the sky; 
Like silent ghosts in misty shrouds 

Stand out the white lighthouses high. 
Almost as far as eye can reach 

I see the close-reefed vessels fly, 
As fast we flit along the beach. 

One little sandpiper and I. 

I watch him as he skims along. 

Uttering his sweet and mournful cry; 
He starts not at my fitful song. 

Or flash of fluttering drapery. 
He has no thought of any wrong; 

He scans me with a fearless eye. 
Stanch friends are we, well tried and strong. 

The little sandpiper and I. 

Mia $/ti^ton t^)tUt 
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A LOAD of hay in the street to-day— 
I close my eyes, and the old dreams 
throng 
Back to the time when the world was May, 
And I hear the rush of the robin's song; 
My drifted years of grief and wrong, 
And my heart, with its rue and asphodel. 
Grow mute with love, in the old sweet way. 
At the mystic touch of the summer spell. 

A load of hay in the street to-day — 
A hint of rain in the sun-sweet air, 

A clover scent in the flash of spray. 
And the face of her who waited there. 
With the clover bound in her sunny hair. 

And the winnowed fields that the autumn brings; 

Oh, life and love! how far away 

From the soul that longs for thy whisperings! 

A load of hay in the street to-day — 
And the tears fall fast in the dark to-night. 

For the summer spell has gone astray, 
Making sorrow and breathing blight; 
Bringing winter instead of the might 

Of blossoming May and the violet sod; 

For I sit alone in the shadows gray, 

And dream of her— in the fields of God. 
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I WANDERED lonely as a cloud 
That floats on high o'er vales and hills. 
When all at once I saw a crowd, 
A host, of golden daffodils, 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees. 
Fluttering, dancing in the breeze. 

Continuous as the stars that shine 

And twinkle on the Milky Way, 
They stretched in never ending line 

Along the margin of a bay: 
Ten thousand saw I at a glance. 
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 

The waves beside them danced, but they 
Outdid the sparkling waves in glee; 

A poet could not but be gay 
In such a jocund company; 

I gazed, and gazed, but little thought 

What wealth the show to me had brought: 

For oft, when on my couch I lie, 

In vacant or in pensive mood. 
They flash upon the inward eye 

Which is the bliss of solitude; 
And then my heart with pleasure fills, 
And dances with the daffodils. 

147 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



(gt4s6i#$ 



OUR old colonial town is new with May: 
The loving trees that clasp across the 
streets 
Grow greener-sleeved with bursting buds each day. 
Still this year's May the last year's May repeats; 
Even the old stone houses half renew 
Their youth and beauty, as the old trees do. 

High over all, like some divine desire 
Above our lower thoughts of daily care. 

The gray, religious, heaven-touched spire 
Adds to the quiet of the springtime air; 

And over roofs the birds create a sea. 

That has no shore, of their May melody. 

Down through the lowlands now of lightest green. 
The undecided creek winds on its way. 

There the lithe willow bends with graceful mien. 
And sees its likeness in the depths all day; 

While in the orchards, flushed with May's warm 
light. 

The bride-like fruit-trees dwell, attired in white. 

So, like a caravan, our outlived years 
Loom on the introspective landscape seen 

Within the heart; and now, when May appears. 
And earth renews its vernal bloom and green. 

We but renew our longing, and we say: 
" Oh, would that life might ever be all May! " 
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IN May, . . . you've summer all at once; 
In a day he leaps complete 
With a few strong April suns. 
'Mid the sharp strong emerald wheat, 
Scarce risen three fingers well, 

The wild tulip, at end of its tube, 
Blows out its good red bell 

Like a thin, clear bubble of blood. 
For the chicken to pick and sell. 

(gotttt ^rotoning 

The merry wives in Cloverland 

Are flying round in glee, 
For they've received a message from 

That gay brigand, the Bee. 

" Now load your three-leaved tables down 

With sweets in colors three, 
For I am very fond of honey! " quoth 

That gay brigand, the Bee. 

So they're loading down their tables small 
With sweets in colors three — 

In red and white and gold — to please 
That gay brigand, the Bee. 
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I DO not know what skies there were. 
Nor if the wind was high or low; 
I think I heard the branches stir 
A little when we turned to go: 
I think I saw the grasses sway 

As if they tried to kiss your feet— 
And yet, it seems like yesterday. 
That day together, sweet! 

I think it must have been in May; 

I think the sunlight must have shone; 
I know a scent of springtime lay 

Across the fields: we were alone. 
We went together, you and I; 

How could I look beyond your eyes? 
If you were only standing by 

I did not miss the skies! 

I could not tell if evening glowed. 

Or noonday heat lay white and still 
Beyond the shadows of the road: 

I only watched your face, until 
I knew it was the gladdest day. 

The sweetest day that summer knew— 
The time when we two stole away 

And I saw only you! 
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WHEN morning sets the world astir, 
And footsteps echo merrily, 
No traveller crosses the old bridge 
Save only Memory and me, 
And the light-footed breeze, that goes 
Swift journeys, whither no one knows. 

The vagrant mists are creeping off 
To smoke their pipes behind the hill; 

White sails are flying out at sea; 
But here it is so stiil, so still, 

I seem to hear the pale, wild rose 

Her soft lids to the light unclose. 

There is no spot in all the land 
Where lies so thick the mold of years; 

Young spring may trim the willow boughs 
That lean against its mossy piers, 

And hang a bluebell by the sill, 

But all seems old and haunted still. 

Old bridge, but little space you span 

Across the creek to Alderhead, 
And yet along your mossy floor, 

That crumbles underneath my tread, 
I travel far and far away 
To the dim land of Yesterday. 
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IT'S O my heart, my heart. 
To be out in the sun and sing! 
To sing and shout in the fields about, 
In the balm and the blossoming. 

Sing loud, O bird, in the tree; 

bird, sing loud in the sky. 

And honey-bees blacken the clover beds — 
There are none of you glad as I. 

The leaves laugh low in the wind. 

Laugh low, with the wind at play; 
And the odorous call of the flowers all 

Entices my soul away! 

For O but the world is fair, is fair — 

And O but the world is sweet! 
And I will out in the gold of the blossoming mold. 

And sit at the Master's feet 

And the love my heart would speak, 

1 will fold in the lily's rim. 

That th' lips of the blossom, more pure and meek. 
May offer it up to Him. 

Sna Id. eooffirif 9 
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I SIT beneath the apple-tree, 
I see nor sky nor sun; 
I only know the apple-buds 
Are opening one by one. 

You asked me once a little thing — 

A lecture or a song 
To hear with you; and yet I thought 

To find my whole life long 

Too short to beat the happiness 
That bounded through the day, 

That made the look of apple-blooms. 
And you and me and May! 

I wore the flowers in my hair, 

Their color on my dress; 
Dear love! whenever apples bloom 

In heaven, do they bless 

Your heart with memories so small. 

So strong, so cruel, glad? 
If ever apples bloom in heaven, 

I wonder are you sad? 
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WHEN spring grows old, and sleepy winds 
Set from the south with odors sweet, 
I see my love, in green cool groves. 
Speed down dusk aisles on shining feet. 

She throws a kiss and bids me run. 

In whispers sweet as rose's breath; 
I know I cannot win the race, 

And at the end, I know, is death. 

But joyfully I bare my limbs, 

Anoint me with the tropic breeze, 
And feel through every sinew thrill 

The vigor of Hippomenes. 

O race of Love! we all have run 

Thy happy course through groves of spring. 
And cared not, when at last we lost. 

For life or death, or anything! 

Such a starved bank of moss 

Till that May morn. 
Blue ran the flash across, 

Violets were born! 

(Bofkri dSrotvtilng 
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GOD gave that all the birds of sweetest song 
Should build their nests a little nearer earth 
Than those in whose wee throats there is 
a dearth 
Of music. Low they brood and sing among 
The hedgerows, a sweet leaven of song, to stir 
Within the world-tired heart until it holds 
No room for disappointment, but soft folds 
About a perfect hymn of peace. Come, whir 
Of slender wings, and build thy frail brown nest 
Nearer, still nearer, for one heart hath need; 
Perhaps a. close-sung, brooding song shall lead 
Through half-forgotten pathways into rest. 



The unseen fingers of the air 

Set all the bluebells ringing; 
My thoughts, like birds that homeward fly, 

Across the sea went winging. 
To " banks and braes " where bluebells grow, 

'Neath trees where birds are singing. 
Their home and mine— did others hear 

The bonnie bluebells ringing? 

6roce |iiiMkir5 
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I KNOW where Krishna tarries 
In these early days of Spring, 
When every wind from warm Malay 
Brings fragrance on the wing; 
Brings fragrance stolen far away 
From the thickets of the clove. 
In jungles where the bees hum 
And the Koil flutes her love; 
He dances with the dancers 

Of a merry morrice one, 
All in the budding Springtime, 
For 'tis sad to be alone. 

I know how Krishna passes 

These hours of blue and gold. 
When parted lovers sigh to meet. 

And greet and closely hold 
Hand fast in hand, and every branch 

Upon the Vakul-tree 
Droops downward with a hundred blooms. 

In every bloom a bee; 
He is dancing with the dancers 

To a laughter-moving tone. 
In the soft awakening Springtime, 

When 'tis hard to live alone. 
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T" IKE a fair pavilion dropped from heaven 
IP Is the wonder of the orchard trees. 

Like the music heard in dreams of heaven 
Is the honey-buried murmur of the bees; 
Rosy light overlaps the shadow, 

Blissful mornings come and go. 
And the evenings die of beauty 
Till the Blossom Wind begins to blow. 

Somewhere, all unseen, the orchard spirit 

Midst the billowy tree-tops dwells apart; 
But she hears the oriole's silvery fluting. 

And the bee within the blossom's honeyed heart. 
And the yeoman trees, to shield her. 

Trail their snowy branches low, 
As she leans to look and listen 

When the Blossom Wind begins to blow! 

Borne along the hollow fragrant tempest 

Drifts the orchard Spirit to her doom. 
Faintly heard, a fairy dirge is chanting — 

Faintly glimpsed her face amid the eddying bloom. 
Blown afar the fair pavilion; 

Then the rain comes soft and slow; 
Sober green the flower replaces 

When the Blossom Wind has ceased to blow. 
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OUTSIDE my chamber window 
I hear their prattle gay. 
The little ladies dressed in green 
Are gossiping to-day — 
Rustle and nod and whisper — 
And turning every way. 

Rustle and nod and whisper, 

Such tales they tell as these, 
" The robin flirted with the rose. 

The lily with the bees; 
We only wait till autumn comes 

To blush upon our trees." 

" Oh my! " they say, " Oh fie! " they say. 
And " Do you think it's true? " 

naughty, naughty little leaves. 
To gossip as you do; 

1 wonder that the sun and wind 
Are so attached to you. 

tf'^eo^osto fikUting iianiaon 



Through the mist and through the dark 
Comes the dawn and sings th^ lark. 
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THE summer air is hot and still, 
Brown turn the waving grasses; 
But see, the leaves have felt a thrill, 
And down the long and dusty hill 
A gentle zephyr passes. 

Across the deep and shining blue 

The clouds in white robes flutter, 
Then slowly darken in their hue, 
And like some black-browed Titan crew 
Their sullen threats they mutter. 

From east, from west, they gather fast; 

Now fierce and fiercer growing; 
They call their troops with sudden blast. 
Their banners to the breeze they cast. 

With din and trumpets blowing. 

The dark-robed armies wheel in haste, 

Now fast and faster flying; 
And lo, the meadows are laid waste; 
The oak that many storms has faced 

Lies rent and crushed and dying. 
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DOWN from the cloud-capped mountain, down, 
By the winding foot-path into the town; 
Down through the woodland, cool and 
sweet, 
With the slippery pine-leaves 'neath the feet 

Down by the quarry's shelving ledge. 
Where gentian and peppermint fringe the edge; 
Down through the meadows, shining bright. 
With the dew-drop tears of the gloomy night 

Down through the fields where the waving corn 

Glints in the light of the early mom; 

Down through the groves where the whispering 

breeze 
Tells its love-tale to the answering trees. 

Over the plank that bridges the brook. 
Where urchins are angling with pin for hook; 
Down past that silent town, where, you know, 
" The houses are all alike, in a row." 

Down where the orchard's bending boughs 
Droop to the reach of the dappled cows; 
And so by the foot-path winding down. 
The traveller comes to the bustling town. 

^nt ^. Id. Contfin 
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WHILE the heart beats young! 
O the splendor of the Springy 
With all her dewy jewels on. 
Is not so fair a thing! 
The fairest, rarest morning 

Of the blossom-time of May 
Is not so sweet a season 
As the season of to-day. 



While the heart beats young! 

While the heart beats young! 
O green and gold old Earth of ours 

With azure overhung 
And looped with rainbows! grant us yet 

This grassy lap of time — 
We would be still thy children, 

Through the shower and the shine! 

So pray we lisping, whispering, 

In childish love and trust. 
With our beseeching hands and faces 

Lifted from the dust 
By fervor of the poem, 

All unwritten and unsung. 
Thou givest us an answer. 

While the heart beats young! 

3(ime< <109^feom6 (QiU^ 
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A THOUSAND voices whisper "It is spring!" 
Shy flowers start up to greet me on the 
way. 
And homing birds preen their swift wings and sing 
The praises of the friendly, lengthening day. 

The buds whose breath the glad wind hither bears. 
Whose tender secret the young May shall find. 

Seem all for me — ^for me the softer airs. 
The gentle warmth, wherewith the day is kind. 

Let me rejoice, now skies are blue and bright. 
And the round world pays tribute to the spring; 

The birds and I will carol our delight. 
And every breeze Love's messages shall bring. 

What matter tho* sometimes the cup of tears 
We drink, instead of the rich wine of mirth? 

There are as many springs as there are years; 
And, glad or sad, we love this dear old Earth. 

Shall we come back, like birds, from some far 
sphere — 
We and the spring together — ^and be glad 
With the old joy to hail the sweet young year. 
And to remember what good days we had? 

HottCie C9(iii5Cir Oottftdii 
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OH, for the light-hearted 
Life, and the passionate 
Pulse, and the fetterless 
Feet, and the strong 
Stream of enthusiast 
Thought, when the spirit of 
Spring like a Bacchanal 

Bore me along! 
Oh, the luxuriant 
Leaves, and the effluent 
Flowers, and the resonant 
Raptures of song! 

Oh, for the mirth-bringing 
Morns, and the nectarous 
Noons, and the exquisite 

Eves, when the fair 
Face of the noiseless queen 
Night, with her eloquent 
Eyes, and her azure 

Abysses, lay bare; 
And like a breath from the 
Briar, from the sensitive 
Soul rose the innocent 

Incense of prayer! 



{goweUtton 



163 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



(Qldg Ctn^^^oittt^ 



AFLOAT in the azure space 
Is a fairy thing — 
Who steers this tiny craft? 
Hath it sail or wing? 
A careless voyager 

Through a pathless waste. 
It loiters not by the way. 
It makes no haste. 

It might be a bird in the sky. 

It might be a ship on the wave; 
It yieldeth itself in trust — 

The king of the air is its slave. 
It is borne to the destined place, 

Where the earth has a cradle at need: 
And the universe is pledged 

To nourish the thistle-weed. 

Dies the day, and from far away 

Under the evening stars 
Dies the echo as dies the day, 
Droops with the dew in the new-mown hay. 
Sinks and sleeps in the scent of the May, 

Dreamily, faint, and far. 

164 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



(J^ Jkons of ®eiB0 

O RADIANT summer day, 
Whose air, sweet air, steals on from flower 
to flower! 
Couldst thou not yield one hour 
When the glad heart says, " This alone is May? " 

O passionate earthly love. 

Whose tremulous pulse beats on to life's best 
boon! 

Couldst thou not give one noon, 
One noon of all noons, all other bliss above? 

O solemn human life. 

Whose nobler longings bid all conflict cease! 

Grant us one day's deep peace 
Beyond the utmost rumor of all strife. 

For if no joy can stay, 

Let it at least yield one consummate bloom. 

Or else there is no room 
To find delight in love, or life, or May. 

Never the time and the place 

And the loved one altogether! 
This path — how soft to pace! 
This May — what magic weather! 

(gofktt q^rolmtins 
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BEE, sipping sweets from the nodding white 
clover. 
Lingering long where the honey-dew 
drips, 
Teach me a lesson, O busy brown rover. 

Tell me what theme I should keep on my lips. 
" Work," hums the bee, " be ceaselessly doing, 

Gamer your stores in the bright morning hours; 
Fair is the day, but black night pursuing 
Drops her dark mantle o'er close-folded flowers." 

Bird, singing low from your nest in the rushes. 

Giving to morning your tunefulkst notes. 
Sweetly your melody trembles and gushes. 

Sweet is your song as towards Heaven it floats. 
Tell me, O lark, what the theme of your song is. 

What is the secret you hide in your breast? 
" Sing," pipes the bird, " while the mom fair and 
long is. 

Day is for singing and night-time for rest." 

Brook, little brook, mnning on and forever. 
Stopping nor loitering for stones in your course. 

Yours is the type of a ceaseless endeavor. 
Say what deep ecstasy dwells at your source? 
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TO the holy place of the forest 
Laughing I went; 
Over the heart of Nature 
Laughing I bent, 
To see what she hid there, 

But in the happy place 
All that was reflected 
Was my laughing face. 

To the strong heart of the forest 

Weeping I went, 
To find of Nature 

The secret of her content; 
Low in the mournful pool 

In that despairing place 
All I saw reflected 

Was my weeping face. 

Neither weeping nor laughing, 

With neither hope nor despair, 
Forth I went to the forest 

To seek a solace there; 
Dead lay the water 

I was gazing on; 
My face looked up with neither hate 

Nor love thereon. 
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BENDING down to meet you 
On the hillside path, 
Birch and oak and maple 
Each his welcome hath; 
Each his own fine cadence. 

His familiar word. 
By the ear accustomed 
Always plainly heard. 

Every tree gives answer 

To some different mood: 
This one helps for climbing, 

That for rest is good; 
Beckoning friends, companions. 

Sentinels, they are; 
Good to live and die with. 

Good to greet afar. 

Take a poet with you 

When you seek their shade^ 
One whose verse-like music 

In a tree is made; 
Yet your mind will wander 

From his rarest lay. 
Lost in rhythmic measures 

That above you sway. 



jtttCf Bftrcom 
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HAVE you heard the troops a-marching? 
(Marching, marching) 
O my soul, to hear the bugle and the long 
roll of the drum! 
Up the hill and down the valley I can hear his step 
among them. 
Before you see his blue coat, I will know my love 
has come. 

I can see the troops a-marching. 
(Slowly, slowly) 
As they near, the pale leaves tremble at the com- 
ing of the band; 
There is neither sound nor footfall, neither bugle- 
blast nor drum-call, 
A silent host they pass from sight into a silent 
land. 

Nay, I hear the bugle calling. 
(Calling, calling) 

the footsteps, of my soldier, I can count them as 
they fall. 

As I time mine to the echo, over hill and over valley, 

1 am marching, marching ever to that unseen 
bugle's call! 

(^ciff ffufttncuff Cutfdig 
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I WITH uncovered head 
Salute the sacred dead 
Who went and who return not. Say not so! 
*Tis not the grapes of Canaan that repay, 
But the high faith that failed not by the way; 
Virtue treads paths that end not in the grave; 
No bar of endless night exiles the brave. 

Blow, trumpets, all your exultations blow! 
For never shall their aureoled presence lack: 
I see them muster in a gleaming row, 
With ever youthful brows that nobler show: 
We find in our dull road their shining track; 
In every nobler mood 
We feel the orient of their spirit glow, 
Part of our life's unalterable good — 
Of all our saintlier aspiration: 
They come transfigured back, 
Secure from change in their high-hearted ways, 
Beautiful evermore, and with the rays 
Of mom on their white Shields of Expectation! 

3. (B. Aotoeff 
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No hay pAjaros en los nidos de antafio. — Spanish Proverb. 

THE sun is bright — the air is clear, 
The darting swallows soar and sing. 
And from the stately elms I hear 
The blue-bird prophesying Spring. 

So blue yon winding river flows, 

It seems an outlet from the sky, 
Where, waiting till the west wind blows, 

The freighted clouds at anchor lie. 

All things are new — ^the buds, the leaves. 
That gild the elm tree's nodding crest, 

And even the nest beneath the eaves — 
There are no birds in last year's nest! 

All things rejoice in youth and love, 
The fulness of their first delight! 

And learn from the soft heavens above 
The melting tenderness of night 

Maiden, that read'st this simple rhyme, 
Enjoy thy youth, it will not stay. 

Enjoy the fragrance of thy prime, 
For O it is not always May! 
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I heard from copse a sudden gush of song; 

But when I sought the singer, he had flown; 

The flash of no familiar wing made known 
The bird to which the witching notes belong. 
Above the babel of the harsh street's throng, 

I heard a voice of thrilling, dulcet tone, 

Like liquid note from silver bugle blown — 
Whose spirit filled that voice with magic strong? 

They built an altar to the Unknown God 
In Athens: we to the Unknown Poets build 

A shrine. By dusty ways of life they sang, 
And weary travellers' fainting souls were thrilled. 

And dim, deep heart-dales with their music rang — 
They sang, and sleep unknown beneath the sod! 
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LOVER bird, haste to thy wooing, 
Break forth into bloom, red rose; 
For the east doth flush with an eager blush 
And June through the garden goes. 

She is white like the tall white lilies 

That sicken the air with sweet, 
And the yellow hair o'er her bosom bare 

Falls down to her sandal'd feet. 

Her eyes are as deep as the ocean, 

And calm as a forest pool; 
Her breath is as free as the sea winds be. 

And her lips with the dew are cool. 

Behold! like a queen she cometh, 

So stately and fair and meek; 
And the lilies swoon in their own perfume 

To touch her fairer cheek. 

O birds, be no cease to your singing; 

Break forth into bloom, red rose; 
For day's high-priest cometh out of the east. 

And June through the garden goes. 
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I TRAVELLED many winding ways 
That weary seemed to me, 
In cloudy nights and windy days, 
To find sweet Arcadie. 

The shepherds stand on either hand: 

" We fain would go with thee, 
Save for our sheep, to that sweet land. 

That far-off Arcadie." 

Along the self-same way I fare. 

And shepherds ask of me: 
" Hast found those green fields anywhere? " 
" Yea, but the people dwelling there 

Know not 'tis Arcadie." 

#rf^ (WtCCift Coffon 



Along the dim horizon swept a sail 

That vanished soon; a flock of gulls flew by. 

Catching my transient notice; ceased the moan 

Of rushing wave one instant, while a trail, 

A trail of moonlight quivered o'er it; then the sky 

Was blank; the sea and I held tryst alone. 



176 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



3ttne t^rb 



W9m f6e ComB Come Some 

WITH klingle, klangle, klingle, 
'Way down the dusty dingle, 
The cows are coming home; 
How sweet and clear, and faint and low, 
The airy tinklings come and go. 
Like chimings from some far-off tower. 
Or patterings of an April shower 
That makes the daisies grow. 
Ko-kling, ko-klang, koklinglelingle, 
'Way down the darkening dingle 
The cows come slowly home; 
And old-time friends, and twilight plays. 
And starry nights and sunny days 
Come trooping up the misty ways 
When the cows come home. 

With ringle, rangle, ringle, 
By twos and threes and single, 
The cows are coming home. 
Through the violet air we see the town, 
And the summer sun a-slipping down; 
The maple in the hazel glade 
Throws down the path a longer shade. 
And the hills are growing brown. 

^snei e (^9e(f 
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OUT from the rush and the roar and the riot 
Of the world of women and men. 
Into a land of gracious quiet 
Turn we our steps again. 



We know the smell of the white, sweet clover. 

Wet with the summer rain; 
We know the cry of the wild grass plover 

From fields of greening grain; 
And never a note from the thrush's throat, 

Nor a lilt of the meadow lark, 
That you and I know not by rote 

And have followed from dawn till dark. 

Let us taste of the bloom of the wild grape cluster. 

And bare the brow to the rain; 
Let us breast the storm blast's rudest bluster 

To the health of body and brain; 
And at last, when the sun drops down in the west, 

And pastimes and pleasures pall. 
We shall sink to rest on the faithful breast 

Of the mother who loves us all. 
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GOME here, come here, and dwell 
In forest deep! 
Come here, come here, and tell 
Why thou dost weep! 
Is it for love (sweet pain!) 
That thus thou dar'st complain 
Unto our pleasant shades, or summer leaves. 
Where naught else grieves? 

Come here, come here, and lie 

By whispering stream! 
Here no one dares to die 

For love's sweet dream; 
But health all seek, and joy. 
And shun perverse annoy, 
And race along green paths till close of day, 
And laugh — ^away! 

Or else, through half the year. 

On rushy floor, 
We lie by waters clear. 

While skylarks spur 
Their songs into the sun! 
And when bright day is done, 
We hide 'neath bells of flowers or nodding corn 
And dream — ^till morn! 
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UNE winds, yet set me singing 
When songs of joy should flow; 
Ye're white with apple blossoms, 
And that recalls the snow — 
December's dreary snow. 

The year is at its maddest. 

Yet all the winds that blow 
Are white with whirling snowflakes; 

The ground is white below. 

As if with early snow. 

Dh, is there not a moment. 

As seasons come and go, 
One mad and blissful moment 

Without its thought of woe — 

Its hint of winter snow? 



' O leaf, upon the topmost bough. 
Amid thy heritage of light 
Unsheltered by a shade; 
'Tis thine the loneliness to know 
That leans for sympathy below. 
Nor finds what it hath made." 
i8o 
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UPON my heart, these vernal days, 
The longing keen takes hold 
To seek, afar from trodden ways, 
The morn's new-minted gold. 

I grasp my palmer's hazel staff 

And blithely hie me where 
The ariel bluebird's lyric laugh 

Goes rippling down the air. 

I find within the sky no flaw. 

And all the earth to me 
Is tuned to one ecstatic law — 

The law of harmony. 

And rising from the dewy land 

Before my questing eyes, 
A little flower, divinely planned. 

In virgin beauty lies. 

Plucking this boon of earth and air, 

In hand and heart I hold 
My own inalienable share 
Of morn's new-minted gold. 

ttinfcn Ibeodteb 
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OUT in the meadow the clover is growing, 
Out in the sunshine the breezes are blowing, 
Clover and breezes are dancing in glee, 
Nodding and bowing their brightest to me; 
This is the time when the birds are the fleetest. 
This is the time when their songs are the sweetest. 
This is the time when their notes are most clear. 
Heart of the June-time is heart of the year! 

Now when the May-trees are done with their bloom- 
ing, 
Now when the roses the air are perfuming. 
Now when the lilies are turning to snow, 
Nestling their soft creamy throats in a row, 
Now is the time when the tongue wakes to gladness. 
Breaking in song, as the brooks rush to madness. 
Now is the time that we welcome most dear. 
Heart of the June-time is heart of the year! 

Lifted above us the heavens are shining, 

Azure and white, with a silvery lining. 

Glories are there that our eyes cannot reach, 

Things that are hidden from sight and from speech; 

Heaven is o'er us about and above, 

God is the Author and Father of Love; 

God is within us, His spirit is near, 

God in the June-time is Heart of the Year! 

y^ 9tcoff t^^i^ 
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A SONG of joy! A song of bliss! 
A song for such an hour as this! 
The twilight hour! when winds are low, 
And western skies are all aglow, 
And like a dream beneath our keel 
The silent waters lapse and steal — 
The silent waters flow. 

A song of joy! A song of bliss! 
A song for such an hour as this ! 
The twilight hour! when shines above 
The tender, tremulous hour of love. 
And like a dream around our prow 
The silent shadows melt and flow — 
The silent shadows move. 

A song of joy! A song of bliss! 
A song for such an hour as this! 
The twilight hour! Oh! night of June, 
Haste onward to thy perfect noon; 
Till, like a dream the darkness fled, 
The silent moon be overhead — 
The silent, silver moon. 

3o9n ^j^ftner fdorsftn 
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1^ MID the city's hum and heat, 
^W^ Beneath a blazing sky, 

Along the busy cobbled street 
Disports a butterfly. 

An Indian maiden long ago 

She tripped on airy feet 
Beneath the forest trees a-blow 

Where winds the city street 

And now, a spirit full of wist, 

A crimson butterfly. 
She seeks her lover at the tryst 

As in the days gone by. 

That tryst, alas, no more is here. 
Where not a blossom smiles — 

Where only sombre smoke-clouds veer 
Round grimy granite piles. 

But still she skims the purple pave. 

A-flutter with unrest, 
While dreaming of the painted brave, 

The star that lights her quest. 
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WHAT sayest thou, oh meadow. 
That stretchest so wide, so far. 
That none can say how many 
Thy misty marguerites are? 
And what say ye, red roses. 

That o'er the sun-blanched wall 
From your high black-shadowed trellis 
Like flame or blood-drops fall? 
" We are born, we ^re reared, and we linger 

A various space and die; 
We dream, and are bright and happy. 
But we cannot answer why." 

What sayest thou, oh shadow. 

That from the dreaming hill 
All down the broadening valley 

Liest so sharp and still? 
And thou, oh murmuring brooklet. 
Whereby in the noon-day gleam 
The loosestrife burns like ruby. 
And the branched asters dream? 
" We are bom, we are reared, and we linger 

A various space and die; 
We dream, and we are happy. 
But we cannot answer why." 

^tc^fkitb ifiMtfrnan 
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THE winds upon the summer sea 
Droop lazily, croon lazily; 
Afar upon the water floats 
The tiniest of fairy boats; 
Hither it bends its sails for us — 
The gleaming, gliding nautilus. 

Queer haven hath that little boat. 
In coral groves, aloof, remote, 
Where, amber-eyed, the fishes dwell 
Deep underneath the glassy swell — 
The little boat; the nautilus, 
Adream, afloat, adrift, for us! 

And light and free, and glad and gay. 
We'll glide away, we'll gleam away, 
Beyond the listless breakers' mouth. 
To north, to east, to west, to south! 
The little boat has come for us — 
The nautilus! the nautilus! 

O close your eyes and dream awhile, 
O close your eyes and dream and smile. 
Hark! how the slumbrous ripples sing, 
The lazy billows rock and swing! 
The ebbing tide goes out with us, 
Slow drifting with the nautilus. 

55a mv^ifffe ^gen^om 
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THE breeze is light in the linden tree; 
Heart of mine, come out with me! 

We'll follow the trend of the wayward will 
Far afield and over the hill. 

There's a haunt I would lead you to. 
Home of the gossamer and dew. 

Where, from out of the murky loam. 
Springs the sacred flower of the gnome. 

Pink as the dawn's first flushes are. 

Or the tremulous gleam of the vesper star. 

Near, with glooms of purple and black. 
Taper the towers of the tamarack. 

Standing as guardsmen about her bower 
Shielding the court of the lady flower. 

Reeds, inr their silvery bravery. 
These her maidens in waiting be; 

Rushes, tilting their burnished spears, 
These are her courtly cavaliers. 

Cf infoti Ibeoff or^ 

187 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



3uu Jburteent$ 



WHEN through the blithe June meadows 
I journeyed like a breeze, 
I caught the tinkling silver 
Of wilding melodies: 
The bobolink flung round him 

His fairy-stories gay, 
The meadowlark her pensive tones 
Kept pouring, far away. 

I said, " They both are singing 

Of meadows and of June, 
And one, with grave and tender. 

And one with lightsome tune; 
A poem from her bosom 

Their Mother wrote for each. 
Two feelings out of Summer's heart 

Those winged voices teach. 

" O bobolink, thou singest 

Of meadows joy-o'er-run. 
The starlight of the daisies 

That twinkle in the sun! 

" O meadowlark, serenely, 

(For Summer hath no woe), 
Thou singest of the grasses 

That waved so long ago! " 



*ittnt (pufnttm 
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I HEAR a ploughman, far away, 
Fieldward a-singing go, 
Sheep-bells are ringing in the sky. 
Softly the cattle low. 

I smell grass-flowers, the birds are out, 

I'm happy, and must sing; 
The bass are plunging, leap the trout, 

The brook is murmuring. 

Wind from the south, a sign of luck, 

A dreamy dawn in June, 
Above the western hill-top stuck 

A splinter of the moon. 

My rod it is of cedar red. 

As fragrant as a rose; 
My line is like a spider's thread. 

When down the stream it goes. 

O, who would not a-iishing go 

At break of day in June, 
When the green world is swinging low 

Between the sun and moon? 
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MY little leaves, why are you glad? 
Answer, quivering little leaves, 
Small clapping leaves, so freshly clad. 
In a green world that never grieves. 
Answer me, for my heart is sad! 
Love God, love God! they sing. 
Gay as the birds a-wing. 

My little flowers, what's your delight? 

Now answer, for my soul believes 
In your sweet petals, pure and white. 

Sweet purity no man deceives. 
Answer, my flowerets fair and bright! 

Love God, love God! they sing. 

Gay as the birds a-wing. 

Fresh blades of grass, you cheerful seem, 

What is it that all grief relieves? 
Thick ye upspring, a fair sunbeam 

In your low stems its brightness weaves. 
How do you Ijpeep that sunny gleam? 

Love God, love God! they sing. 

Gay as the birds a-wing. 

CMueonee Kope 
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RISING and falling with winds that are 
blowing — 
List to the measures that dreamily float; 
Soft is the murmur so drowsily flowing, 

Softer the echo repeating the note; 
Now 'tis a ripple of silvery laughter, 

Ringing from lips that are merry and gay — 
Softly repeating and following after 
Floats the faint echo away and away. 

Now 'tis the call of demure little thrushes 

Roused from their slumbers, all up and a-wing, 
Rising from nests hidden deep in the rushes, 

Piping so blithely a song to the spring; 
Now 'tis the jubilant note of a swallow, 

Soaring as if it were seeking a star; 
Now 'tis the pipe of a bluebird we follow 

Floating and floating in echo afar. 

O, but the echoes are calling and calling 

Far o'er the mountain and deep in the glen; 
Out where the waters are flowing and falling, 

Off in the woodland or down in the glen; 
Whether the sound is of singing or sighing. 

Cadence of song, or the birds' roundelay. 
Still the fleet zephyrs forever are flying, 

Bearing the echoes away and away. 
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HO saw the June come? Welladayl 
My neighbor's bushes, one and all. 
And grew white after God's old way. 
Behind the garden wall. 



Who saw the June come? Nay, not she. 
My neighbor's daughter, slim and shy; 

Long since she left her father's house. 
Ere yet the rose was nigh. 

Last year, last year, there in the sun 
She stood and smiled. I did not know 

Which was the whitest thing in June, 
She, or that bush agrow. 

But now; ah, now; yea, now 'tis plain! 

When folk be dead, how wise we be! 
God's boughs were black beside her snow; 

Ah, now; yea, now I see! 

My neighbor's bushes blow, blow, blow. 

And blow about his silent door! 
Ye call that white? Nay, 'tis not so; 

June has been here before. 

i^jefte <Woo^toQrt9 (B<eie 
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UNDER the branches they went together, 
The blossoming branches that break the 
sky, 
All in the morn of the young, sweet weather, 
When softly the green on the hills doth lie; 
And Dorothy thought it was over the meadow. 

And Cicely said it was close by the spring. 
But Polly was sure that the woodland's shadow 
Sheltered the magical fairy ring. 

So over the meadow they swiftly hied them; 

Oh, but the bird in the blue sang sweet! 
They saw not the blush of the brier beside them. 

The violets smiling beneath their feet. 
Long by the spring they lingered and listened; 

'Twas a diadem set in a mossy rim. 
And, oh, the beauty that clustered and glistened 

In frail ferns falling about its brim! 

They sought in the wood for a wonder revealing. 

And saw not in the leaves in a net overhead. 
Oh, but the song thro' the pine-tops stealing. 
And, oh, that hush down the dim ways shed! 
Then when the sun leaned lower to find them. 
Homeward they wandered a sorrowful way, 
And knew not the land .they were leaving behind 
them. 
The rare, new land of a young June day! 

(SiteMi fWo6buoatb cfoud 
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THE air is filled with falling rain. 
Soft winds are giving service meet, 
While springing corn and drooping g^ain 
Let fall their treasures at her feet: 
Ah, June, dear June, so sweet 

The forest arches span the nave 

Of her cathedral — not of stone — 
The jewelled trees their branches wave, 

The grass bends low in homage prone 

To June, dear June, alone. 

Bird songs are hushed. The cricket's voice 
Is stilled. Quenched is the heat and glare; 

Flower-cups are filled. All things rejoice 
In quietude and silence rare 
For June,' dear June, so fair. 

An exile to the pine and palm, 

I see the far-winged summer brood. 
In azure depths of endless calm. 

Above a nursling solitude. 
All things of sight and sound appear 

To breathe of calm and soft content. 
As if, unheeded through the year. 

The vagrant seasons came and went. 
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OH, sweet it was, and fair it was. 
In the green woods to-day, 
With only tree-tops bending near. 
And all the world away, 
When fearing not, and caring not. 

And hoping, hoping all. 
My heart danced as the shadows dance 
The swaying boughs let fall. 

Oh, balmy was the pine tree's breath. 

Stirring its tasseled plumes; 
The slender birches, maiden white. 

Leaned through the forest glooms; 
And birch and beech and bending bush. 

And brook and blossomed spray, 
Were childhood voices long forgot. 

In the green woods to-day. 

Oh, sweet it was, and fair it was. 

In the green woods to-day, 
To hear the birds trill out their tunes. 

And all the world away; 
And fearing not, and caring not. 

And hoping, hoping all. 
In notes they stole from out my dreams 

To hear them call and call. 
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WHAT though I sing no other song? 
What though I speak no other word? 
Is silence shame? Is patience wrong? 
At least, one song of mine was heard: 

One echo from the mountain air. 
One ocean murmur, glad and free — 

One sign that nothing grand or fair 
In all this world was lost to me. 



Though all the bards of earth were dead. 
And all their music passed away, 

What Nature wishes should be said 
She'll find the rightful voice to say! 

My heart is in the shimmering leaf. 
The drifting cloud, the lonely sky, • 

And all we know of bliss or grief 

She speaks in forms that cannot die! 

The mountain-peaks that shine afar. 
The silent star, the pathless sea. 

Are living signs of all we are, 
And t3rpes of all we hope to be. 
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MERRILY swinging in brier and weed. 
Near to the nest of his little dame. 
Over the mountain-side or mead, 
Robert of Lincoln is telling his name: 
Bob-o'-link, bob-o*-link, 
Spink, spank, spink; 
Snug and safe is that nest of ours. 
Hidden among the summer flowers. 
Chee, chee, chee. 

Robert of Lincoln is gayly drest, 

Wearing a bright black wedding coat; 
White are his shoulders and white his crest. 
Hear him call in his merry note: 
Bob-o'-link, bob-o*-link, 
Spink, spank, spink; 
Look, what a nice new coat is mine. 
Sure there was never a bird so fine. 
Chee, chee, chee. 

Robert of Lincoln's Quaker wife, 

Pretty and quiet, with plain brown wings, 
Passing at home a patient life, 
Broods in the grass while her husband sings: 
Bob-o'-link, bob-o*-link, 
Spink, spank, spink. 

<WCf Kant Cuff en #rf(inf 
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WHAT is so rare as a day in June? 
Then, if ever, come perfect days; 
Then heaven tries the earth if it be in tune, 

And over it softly her warm ear lays. 
Whether we look, or whether we listen, 
We hear life murmur, or see it glisten; 
Every clod feels a stir of might. 

An instinct within it that reaches and towers. 
And, groping blindly above it for light. 

Climbs to a soul in grass and flowers; 
The flush of life may well be seen 

Thrilling back over hills and valleys; 
The cowslip startles in meadows green. 

The buttercup catches the sun in its chalice. 
And there's never a leaf or blade too mean 

To be some happy creature's palace. 

Now the heart is so full that a drop overfills it. 
We are happy now because God wills it; 
No matter how barren the past may have been, 
'Tis enough for us now that the leaves are green. 



3amet Q^uAieff Aotoed 
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I will be glad to-day: the sun 
Smiles all adown the land; 
The lilies lean along the way; 
Serene on either hand, 
The full-blown roses, red and white, 
In perfect beauty stand. 

The sky looks down upon the sea. 

Blue, with not anywhere 
The shadow of a passing cloud; 

The sea looks up as fair — 
So bright a picture on its breast 

As if it smiled to wear. 

A day too glad for laughter — ^nay. 

Too glad for happy tears! 
The fair earth seems as in a dream 

Of immemorial years: 
Perhaps of that far mom when she 

Sang with her sister spheres. 

It may be that she holds to-day 

Some sacred Sabbath feast; 
It may be that some patient soul 

Has entered to God's rest, 
For whose dear sake He smiles on us. 

And all the day is blest. 

3ii(i<ld. toottkif^ 
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THE day came through the Orient gates 
With showers of gold and joy supreme; 
The trembling ecstasy of light 
Fell on the dew with diamond gleam; 
The flowers had on a conscious look 
That this old earth was abom anew, 
And each through sheen of crystal took 
An added grace or fairer hue. 

I did forget gn that brief day 

The heavy wisdom of the years. 
Forget that Eden's gates were closed 

And all the language bom of tears; 
Forget this life that hems us round. 

And all the endless depths of space; 
Forget the weird philosophies 

And gloomy milestones of the race. 

I only saw, by some new light 

That opened to the grand unknown. 
My soul had struggled through the night, 

The long tryst of the years had flown. 
I only saw, as travellers see, 

From some far height a passing glance. 
How fair the after-life will be. 

With love the soul's inheritance. 
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SELDOM seems a sky so bright 
As the sunset sky to-night; 
Yet it lieth far away, 
While I walk in twilight gray! 

Lo! but here a bit of tide, 
Hemmed by rock on either side. 
Gleams, and in itself content 
With a gleam yon sky hath sent 

Bit of sky, so fair and bright. 
Why doth thy forgetful light, 
While the day is leaving me. 
Think to bless that bit of sea? 

Tide, thy wall of rock about 
Cannot keep that gleam without! 
Sky, could'st thou withhold thy mite 
From that lonely pool to-night? 

Golden sky, thou seem'st to be 
Some illumined memory! 
Bit of sea, thou seem'st some heart 
From that memory apart! 
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I HEARD the trailing garments of the Night 
Sweep through her marble halls! 
I saw her sable skirts all fringed with light 
From the celestial walls! 

I felt her presence, by its spell of might. 

Stoop o'er me from above; 
The calm, majestic presence of the Night, 

As of the one I love. 

I heard the sounds of sorrow and delight, 

The manifold, soft chimes. 
That filled the haunted chambers of the Night, 

Like some old poet's rhymes. 

From the cool cisterns of the midnight air 

My spirit drank repose; 
The fountain of perpetual peace flows there — 

From those deep cisterns flows. 

O holy Night! from thee I learn to bear 

What man has borne before! 
Thou layst thy finger on the lips of Care, 

And they complain no more. 
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AH, happy day, refuse to go! 
Hang in the heavens forever so! 
Forever in mid-afternoon. 
Ah, happy day of happy June! 
Pour out thy sunshine on the hill. 
The piney wood with perfume fill, 
And breathe across the singing sea 
Land-scented breezes, that shall be 
Sweet as the gardens that they pass, 
Where children tumble in the grass! 

Ah, happy day, refuse to go! 
Hang in the heavens forever so! 
Forever let thy tender mist 
Lie like dissolving amethyst 
Deep in the distant dales, and shed 
Thy mellow glory overhead! 
Yet wilt thou wander — call the thrush. 
And have the wilds and waters rush 
To hear his passion-broken tune. 
Ah, happy day of happy June! 

ffattUf (puacotf (l^poffo€b 

Thou followest 
Thy path, I mine; but all go wesjerling, 
And all will meet among the hills of God. 
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I CAME between the glad green hills, 
Whereon the summer sunshine lay, 
And all the world was young that day. 
As when the Spring's soft laughter thrills 

The pulses of the waking May: 
You were alive; yet scarce I knew 
The world was glad, because of you. 

I came between the sad green hills. 
Whereon the summer twilight lay, 
Ancl all the world was old that day. 

And hoary age forgets the thrills 
That woke the pulses of the May: 

And you were dead — ^how well I knew 

The world was sad because of you! 

Aoirfie CfcmMdr (^ottffdn 



Up with me, up with me, into the clouds! 

For thy soul, lark, is strong; 

Up with me, up with me, into the clouds! 

Singing, singing. 
With all the heavens about thee ringing. 
Lift me, guide me, till I find 
That spot which seems so to thy mind! 
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In a quiet room in a hidden street 
A poet mused while the wide world slept, 

His clear eye blazed with his soul's tense heat, 
As over his spirit a fierce dream swept. 

Through the crowded streets a tumult grows; 
The bullets whiz and the sabres gleam, 

As the wide world wakes from its dull repose- 
To battle and die for the poet's dream. 
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H for a breath o' the moorlands, 
A whiff o' the caller air! 
For the smell o' the flowerin' heather 
My very heart is sair. 



Oh for the sound o' the burnies 

That whimple to the sea; 
For the sight o' the browning bracken 

On the hillside waving free I 

Oh for the blue lochs cradled 

In the arms o* mountains gray, 
That smile as they shadow the drifting clouds 

A' the bonny summer day! 

Oh for the tops o' mountains 

White wi' eternal snaw; 
For the mists that drift across the lift; 

For the strong east winds that blaw! 

I wud gie a' the southern glory 
For the taste o' a good saut wind, 

Wi' a road ower the bonny sea before. 
And a track o' foam behind. 

{Sisttr of Hugh MilUr) 
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SUCH beautiful things in the heart of the woods! 
Flowers and ferns, and the soft green moss; 
Such love of the birds, in the solitudes, 
Where the swift winds glance, and the tree-tops 
toss; 
Spaces of silence, swept with song. 

Which nobody hears but the God above; 
Spaces where myriad creatures throng, 
Sunning themselves in his guarding love. 

Such safety and peace in the heart of the woods. 

Far from the city's dust and din, 
Where passion nor hate of man intrudes, 

Nor fashion nor folly has entered in. 
Deeper than hunter's trail hath gone 

Glimmers the tarn where the wild deer drink; 
And fearless and free comes the gentle fawn. 

To peep at herself o'er the g^rassy brink. 

Such pledges of love in the heart of the woods I 

For the Maker of all things keeps the least. 
And over the tiny floweret broods. 

With care that for ages has never ceased. 
If he cares for this, will he not for thee — 

Thee, wherever thou art to-day? 
Child of an Infinite Father, see — 

And safe in such gentlest keeping stay. 
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W£ knew it would rain, for all the mom 
A spirit on slender ropes of mist 
Was lowering its golden buckets down 
Into the vapory amethyst 

Of marshes and swamps and dismal fens-r- 
Scooping the dew that lay in the flowers. 

Dipping the jewels out of the sea, 
To sprinkle them over the land in showers. 

We knew it would rain, for the poplars showed 
The white of their leaves, the amber grain 

Shrunk in the wind; and the lightning now 
Is tangled in tremulous skeins of rain. 

C^omM q^oCeet $l2Nr<c9 

My heart leaps up when I behold 

A rainbow in the sky: 
So was it when my life beg^n; 
So is it now I am a man; 
So be when I shall grow old. 

Or let me die! 
The child is father of the man; 
And I could wish my days to be 
Bound each to each by natural piety. 

fWittiam n09or^«t9or^ 
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THOU, too, sail on, O Ship of State! 
Sail on, O Union, strong and great! 
Humanity with all its fears. 
With all the hopes of future years. 
Is hanging breathless on thy fate! 
We know what Master laid thy keel. 
What workmen wrought thy ribs of steel. 
Who made each mast, and sail, and rope. 
What anvils rang, what hammers beat. 
In what a forge and what a heat 
Were shaped the anchors of thy hope! 
Fear not each sudden sound and shock; 
*Tis of the wave and not the rock; 
'Tis but the flapping of the sail. 
And not a rent made by the gale! 
In spite of rock and tempest's roar. 
In spite of false lights on the shore. 
Sail on, nor fear to breast the sea! 
Our hearts, our hopes, are all with thee. 
Our hearts, our hopes, our prayers, our tears, 
Our faith triumphant o*er our fears. 
Are all with thee — are all with thee! 
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OGIFT of God! O perfect day! 
Whereon no man shall work, but play; 
Whereon it is enough for me. 
Not to be doing, but to be! 

I hear the wind among the trees, 
Playing celestial symphonies; 
I see the branches downward bent, 
Like keys of some great instrument 

And over me unrolls on high 
The splendid scenery of the sky, 
Where through a sapphire sea the sun 
Sails like a golden galleon 

Towards yonder cloud-land in the West, 
Towards yonder Islands of the Blest, 
Whose steep sierra far uplifts 
Its craggy summits white with drifts. 

Blow, winds, and waft through all the rooms 
The snowfiakes of the cherry-blooms! 
Blow, winds, and bend within my reach 
The fiery blossoms of the peach! 
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YE lispers, whisperers, singers in storms, 
Ye consciences murmuring faiths under 
forms, 
Ye ministers meet for each passion that g^rieves. 
Friendly, sisterly, sweetheart leaves; 
Oh! rain me down from your darks that contain me 
Wisdoms ye winnow from winds that pain me; 
Sift down tremors of sweet-within-sweet 
That advise me of more than they bring; repeat 
Me the wood-smell that swiftly but now brought 

breath 
From the heaven-side bank of the river of death; 
Teach me the terms of silence, preach me 
The passion of patience, sift me, impeach me, 
And there, oh, there 
As ye hang with your myriad palms upturned in the 

air. 
Pray me a myriad prayer. 

§i/Sbnif iiBtxiitt 

O short-breath*d Winds, beneath the gracious moon 
Running mild errands for mild violets. 

Or carrying sighs from the red lips of June, 
What wavering way the odor-current sets. 
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'TTTIS late at night; I hear the wandering Wind 
I Come up from distant hills and vales and 

seas; 
I hear his spirit-wings sweep thro* the trees, 
His gentle tapping at each door and blind, 
His far-spent echoes down the silent halls. 

And Memory, soft as the night-wind, steals 
From radiant reaches and from gulfs of dole. 
And softly taps the portals of my soul; 
As whispering down its corridors she feels. 
She stirs the portraits hanging on its walls. 

Henrt Sferome |btoelUlr^ 

So blithe the birds sang in the trees, 

The trees sang in the wind, 
I winged me with the morning breeze. 

And left cares far behind. 

And now both birds and trees are mute 

In the hot hush of noon; 
And I must up and on afoot. 
Or Care will catch me soon. 

<Wtffiam Idean %oi»ttU 
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DOWN in the wide gray river 
The current is sweeping strong; 
Over the wide gray river 
Floats the fisherman's song. 

The oar-stroke times the singing, 

The song falls with the oar, 
And an echo in both is ringing, 

I thought to hear no more. 

Out of a deeper current 

The song brings back to me 
A cry, from mortal silence, 

Of mortal agony. 

Life that was spent and vanished, 

Love that had died of wrong, 
Hearts that are dead in the living. 

Come back in the fisherman's song. 

Yet the soul hath life diviner; 

Its past returns no more, 
But in echoes that answer the minor 

Of the boat-song from the shore. 

(gou t*^ Cooie 
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HEY grow where none but God, 
Life's Gardener, 
Upon the sterile sod 
Bestows His care. 



Their morn and evening dew — 

The sacrament 
That maketh all things new — 

From heaven is sent; 

And thither, ne'er in vain, 

They look for aid, 
To find the punctual rain, 

Or sun or shade. 

Appointed hour by hour 

To every need. 
Alike of parent flower 

Or nursling seed; 

Tin, blossom-duty done. 

With parting smile 
They vanish, one by one. 

To sleep awhile. 

3o^ (g. C^ 
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A CLOUD came over a land of leaves 
(Oh, hush, little leaves, lest it pass you 
by!)- 
How they had waited and watched for the rain, 
Mountain and valley, and vineyard and plain. 

With never a sign from the sky! 
Day after day had the pitiless sun 
Looked down with a lidless eye. 

But now! On a sudden a whisper went 
Through the topmost twigs of the poplar spire; 

Out of the east a light wind blew; 

(All the leaves trembled, and murmured, and drew 
Hope to the help of desire;) 

It stirred the faint pulse of the forest tree. 
And breathed through the brake and the brier. 



Ah, the cool rush through the dry-tongued trees, 
The patter and plash on the thirsty earth, 

The eager bubbling of runnel and rill, 

The lisping of leaves that have drunk their fill. 
The freshness that follows the dearth! 

New life for the woodland, the vineyard, the vale. 
New life with the world's new birth I 
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HARK! ah, the nightingale— 
The tawny-throated! 

Hark, from that moonlit cedar what a burst! 
What triumph! hark! what pain! 
O wanderer from a Grecian shore, 
Still, after many years, in distant lands. 
Still nourishing in thy bewildered brain 
That wild, unquench'd, deep-sunken, old-world 

pain — 
Say, will it never heal? 
And can this fragrant lawn 
With its cool trees, and night, 
And the sweet, tranquil Thames, 
And moonshine, and the dew,. 
To thy rack*d heart and brain 
Afford no balm? 

Dost thou once more essay 

Thy flight, and feel come over thee. 

Poor fugitive, the feathery change 

Once more, and once more seem to make resound 

With love and hate, triumph and agony, 

Lone Daulis, and the high Cephissian vale? 

Listen, Eugenia — 

Again — thou hearest? 

Eternal passion! 

Eternal pain! 
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£ dew is gleaming in the grass. 

The morning hours are seven. 
And I am fain to watch you pass. 
Ye soft white clouds of heaven. 
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Ye stray and gather, part and fold; 

The wind alone can tame you; 
I think of what in time of old 

The poets loved to name you. 

They called you sheep, the sky your sward, 

A field without a reaper; 
They called the shining sun your lord, 

The shepherd wind your keeper. 

Your sweetest poets I will deem 

The men of old for moulding 
In simple beauty such a dream. 

And I could lie beholding 

Where daisies in the meadow toss. 
And wind from mom till even. 

Forever shepherd you across 
The shining field of heaven. 
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OH! ho, ho! midnight is soon — 
High in heaven the harvest moon — 
And the stars, like maidens all in white. 
Pass through the blue vault of the night — 
And the sea-beach glitters with white-fringed foam- 
Oh! ho, ho! for the harvest home! 

Oh! ho, oh! for the harvest home! 
Oh ! what a night afar to roam ! 
Sing! is it not enough of bliss 
To be on earth such a night as this? 
Light, may be, is the sheaf I bring — 
But there was the joy of gathering! 

Rare and white does the braeside lie. 
Harvested clean beneath the sky — 
Stubbles are sharp to the barefoot tread — 
It seems the others are far ahead — 
Never mind me — I come! I come! 
Oh I ho, ho! for the harvest home! 
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I PRAY you hear my song of a nest. 
For it is not long — 
You shall never light in a summer quest 
The bushes among — 
Shall never light on a prouder sitter, 

A fairer nestful, nor ever know 
A softer sound than their tender twitter. 
That wind-like did come and go. 

I had a nestful once of my own — 

Ah, happy, happy II 
Right dearly I loved them; but when they were 
grown 

They spread out their wings to fiy. 
Oh, one after one they flew away. 

Far up to the heavenly blue, 
To the better country, the upper day; 

And — I wish I was going, too. 

Can I call that home where I anchor yet. 

Though my good man has sailed? 
Can I call that home where my nest was set. 

Now all its hope hath failed? 
Nay, but the port where my sailor went. 

And the land where my nestlings be: 
There is the home where my thoughts are sent. 

The only home for me — 

Ah, me! 

3<an gnsefotv 
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WHEN the tired reapers, with fragrant 
sheaves, 
Come out of the corn as the sun goes 
down; 
Ahd the sky is rich, as the falling leaves, 

In crimson and purple and golden brown, 
I sit in the mellow and marvellous eves; 
And watch as the loom of the Sunset weaves 
Its cloth of gold over country and town. 

And I think how the summers have come and gone 
Since we saw the shuttle across the blue 

That wove the colors of dusk and dawn, 
Where the musk of the sleeping roses flew 

On the wings of the Southwind over the lawn; 

And the evening shadows were longer drawn, 
And the sun was low, and the stars were few. 

And out of the shadows they come to me, 
As flowers of spring come, year by year; 

The lovers we had, when to love was free. 
The stars were few, and the skies were clear; 

And we knew it happiness, just to be. 

In a world so gracious and fair to see. 
While the weary reapers are drawing near. 

(Wtff moomice Hornet 
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THE orchard lands of Long Ago! 
O drowsy winds, awake and blow 
The snowy blossoms back to me. 
And all the buds that used to be! 
Blow back along the grassy ways 
Of truant feet, and lift the haze 
Of happy summer from the trees 
That trail their tresses in the seas 
Of grain that float and overflow 
The orchard lands of Long Ago! 

Blow back the melody that slips 

In lazy laughter from the lips 

That marvel much if any kiss 

Is sweeter than the apple's is. 

Blow back the twitter of the birds — 

The lisp, the titter, and the words 

Of merriment that found the shine 

Of summer-time a glorious wine 

That drenched the leaves that loved it so 

In orchard lands of Long Ago! 
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AVE you seen Pan? I heard him pipe. 
In yonder wood I strayed, 
When strains divine were wafted through 
The beechen shade. 



H 



Have you seen Pan? I heard him pipe; 

I followed up the sound, 
I peeped me 'neath the sheltering boughs, 

But no god found. 

Have you seen Pan? I heard him pipe. 

And down the forest wide 
I hastened on in swift pursuit; 

Him ne'er I spied. 

Have you seen Pan? I heard him pipe. 

And found this reed, this wreath; 
Pan dropt them both — and both are warm 

With his late breath. 

Have you seen Pan? (I heard him pipe.) 

Ah, Poet, tell me true. 
Or I shall think that wreath and reed 

Belong to you. 

C9orfeft «. qgftmdeit 
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r£R£, all day long, the summer sea 
Creams murmuring up the shingle; 
There, all day long, the airs of earth 
With airs of heaven mingle. 

Singing we went our happy way. 

Singing old songs, nor noted 
Another voice that with us sang. 

As wing and wing we floated. 

Till hushed, we listened, while the air 

With music still was beating, 
Voice answering tuneful voice, again 

The words we sang repeating. 

A flight of fluting echoes, sent 

With elfin carol o'er us — 
More sweet than bird-song in the prime 

Rang out the sea-blown chorus. 

One standing eager in the prow 

Blew out his bugle cheerly. 
And far and wide their horns replied 

More silverly and clearly. 

ftnttui (ptttcotf jp|)offbcd 
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THROUGH the rushes by the river. 
Runs a drowsy tremor sweet. 
And the' waters stir and shiver 
In the darkness at their feet: 
From the sombre east upstealing, 
Gradual, with slow revealing. 
Comes the dawn, and with a sigh 
Night goes by. 

Here and there, to mildest wooing, 

Folded buds are open blown; 
And the drops, their leaves bedewing, 

Like to seed-pearls thickly sown. 
Sinking, with the blessing olden. 
Deep into each calyx golden, 
A supreme behest obey. 

Then melt away. 

And while robes of splendor trailing 

Fitly deck the glowing morn. 
And a fragrance fresh exhaling 

Greets her loveliness new-born. 
Midst divine melodic voicings. 
Midst delicious mute rejoicings. 
Strong as when the world began. 

Awakens Pan! 

Sf orence 6orf e todftB 
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THE listening Dryads hushed the woods; 
The boughs were thick, and thin and few 
The golden ribbons fluttered through; 
Their sun-embroidered leafy hoods 
The linden lifted to the blue; 
Only a little forest brook 
The farthest hem of silence shook; 
When in the hollow shades I heard^ 
Was it a spirit or a bird? 
Or, strayed from Eden, desolate. 
Some Peri calling to her mate, 
Whom nevermore her mate would cheer? 
"Perri! pe-ri! peer!" 

'Twas now a sorrow in the air. 
Some nymph's immortalized despair 
Haunting the woods and waterfalls; 
And now, at long, sad intervals. 
Sitting unseen in dusky shade, 
His plaintive pipe some fairy played 
With long-drawn cadence thin and clear — 
" Pe-wee! pe-weel peer! " 

" Dear bird," I said, " what is thy name? " 
And thrice the mournful answer came, 
So faint and far, and yet so near — 
" Pe-wee! pe-wee! peer! " 
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WITH limbs refreshed we rose at dawn, 
And marked the pallid moon that still. 
Like some sweet watcher worn and wan. 
Hung o*er the shadowy southern hill. 
Our ready boats were on the shore, 
And on the stream that ashen light 
Which speaks the last caress of night: 
And so we rowed away once more. 

The dreaming tide receded fast. 

And strength and spirit grew apace. 
So keen the first, so high the last, 

They seemed to run a blithesome race* 
Then straight behind us rose the sun. 

And flashed his armied beams before-r- 

A thousand spears of light, and more, 
Upgathered swiftly into one! 

And so all day we rowed, and made 

O'er river, stream, and lake; 
And ere the evening fell, had laid 

Straight miles and many in our wake, 
While like a guide who held in store 

Our resting place, the beaming sun. 

That followed at the dawn, strode on. 
And like a beacon blazed before. 

€9otUM Bottom 
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THE solemn pines in their stately way. 
Gather the flush of the dying day. 
And hold it a moment, still and warm. 
Despite the wrath of the muttering storm. 
Whose flying couriers, through the air. 
Leap from the gloom of their unseen lair 
To herald the coming fray. 

Along the West, in shadowy lines, 
I catch a glimpse of the solemn pines 
Swaying despondently to and fro. 
Ablaze in the lightning's vivid glow. 
Answering the Storm-King's battle-song 
With shivering threnodies, wild and long. 
Like haunting voices from the sea. 

Tempest and darkness! furious and high 
The bannered winds go clamoring by! 
The lightnings flash, the thunder-bursts roar! 
The wild rain beats at the panelled door! 
And I sit here, thinking how still and bright 
The mom will wake from the stormy night. 
Radiant, gladsome, and free! 
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THE distant hills the long day thro' 
Have fainted in a haze of blue; 
The sun has been a burning fire. 
The day has been a warm desire, 

But all desire is over: 
The lights are fading from the west. 
The night has brought a dreamy rest. 
And deep in yonder wood is heard 
The sudden singing of a bird. 
While here an evening wind has stirred 
A slope set thick with clover. 

The fields have lost their lingering light. 
The path is dusky through the night — 
The clover is too sweet to lose 
The fragrance with the gathering dews. 

The skies are warm above her; 
The cricket pipes his song again. 
The cows are waiting in the lane. 
The shadows fall adown the hill, 
And silent is the whip-poor-will. 
And through the Summer twilight still 

You smell the milk-white clover. 
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IS any one sad in the world, I wonder? 
Does any one weep on a day like this? 
With the sun above, and the green earth under. 
Why, what is life but a dream of bliss? 

With sun, and the skies, and the birds above me. 
Birds that sing as they wheel and fly — 

With the winds to follow and say they love me — 
Who could be lonely? O no, not I! 

One who claims that he knows about it 

Tells me the Earth is a vale of sin; 
But I, and the bees, and the birds — we doubt it. 

And think it a world worth living in. 

I told the thrush, and we laughed together. 
Laughed till the woods were all a-ring; 

And he said to me, as he plumed each feather, 
" Well, people must croak, if they cannot sing." 

Up he flew, but his song remaining. 

Rang like a bell in my heart all day. 
And silenced the voices of weak complaining 

That pipe like insects along the way. 
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SHRILL and dear from coppice near, 
A song within the woodland ringing, 
A treble note from a silver throat, 
The siren of the fields is singing — 
Bob-bob- white! 
And from the height the answer sweet 
Floats faintly o'er the rippling wheat — 

Bob-white! 

The purple mist by sunbeams kissed 

Drifts upward toward the morning's splendor; 

And through the haze of shaded ways 

The plaintive reed pipes low and tender — 

Bob-bob-white! 

While fainter, sweeter, softer grown. 

The answer on the breeze is blown — 

Bob- white! 

O sing of youth! of love and truth! 

Of mellow days forever djring! 
Still through the years my sad heart hears 
Your tender cadence sighing, sighing — 
Bob-bob- white! 
And far across life's troubled ways 
The echo comes from boyhood days — 

Bob- white! 
(B^oribn franHf (n ffom 
231 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



2[ufs $t9en%0irt9 



&i8e a &at^ocS ini^ttift 

IT'S we two, it's we two, it's we two for aye. 
All the world and we two, and Heaven be our 
stay. 
Like a laverock in the lift, sing, O bonny bride! 
All the world was Adam once, with Eve by his side. 

Like a laverock in the lift, sing, O bonny bride! 
It's we two, it's we two, happy side by side. 
Take a kiss from me, thy man; now the song begins: 
"All is made afresh for us, and the brave heart wins." 

When the darker days come, and no sun will shine, 
Thou shalt dry my tears, lass, and I'll dry thine. 
It's we two, it's we two, while the world's away, 
Sitting by the golden sheaves on our wedding day. 



And should the twilight darken into night. 
And sorrow grow to anguish, be thou strong; 
Thou art in God, and nothing can go wrong 

Which a fresh life pulse cannot set aright. 

That thou dost know the darkness proves the light 
Weep if thou wilt, but weep not all too long. 
Or weep and work; for it will lead to song. 
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OVER the field where the brown quails whistle, 
Over the ferns where the rabbits lie. 
Floats the tremulous down of a thistle. 
Is it the soul of a butterfly? 

See! they scatter, then assemble; 

Filling the air while the blossoms fade — 
Delicate atoms, that whirl and tremble 

In the slanting sunlight that skirts the glade. 

There goes the summer's inconstant lover. 
Drifting and wandering, faint and far; 

Only bewailed by the up-land plover. 
Watched by only the twilight star. 

Come next August, when thistles blossom. 

See how each is alive with wings! 
Butterflies seek their souls in its bosom. 

Changed thenceforth to immortal things. 

River and fountain, and brook and rill. 
Bespangled o*er with livery gay 
Of silver droplets, wind their way. 
All in their new apparel vie. 
For Time hath laid his mantle by. 
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NATURE sits ro3ral priestess in the land to-day, 
Such sunshine for her crown! Such beauty 
rare 
In all the sunlit space of earth and air! 
From overhead has dropped a silver thread — 
The spider with strange cunning left it there — 
A common thing, yet wonderfully fair! 

Tis like a woven sunbeam ; in and out 
Among the emerald leaves it flashes, swings. 
Here in bright threads, and there in shining rings. 

In what a wondrous glory stand the trees. 
Like holy saints with robes unstained and fair! 
While over all the sapphire deeps of air 
Hang radiant and fathomless, like a waveless sea 
Flooded with sunbeams! The mountains, blue 
In their dissolving lights, are old, yet ever new. 

Flowers mix their fragrance with our winter's breath, 
And to the sweet heart of these budding things 
The gentle breeze steals in and folds its wings. 
So off above the lofty mountain's crest 
Sails a white cloud: beyond its wings may lie 
Some unseen pathway to the upper sky. 
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SITTING all day in a silver mist. 
In silver silence all the day. 
Save for the low, soft hiss of spray 
And the lisp of sands by water kissed, 
As the tide draws up the bay. 

Little I hear and nothing I see, 
Wrapped in that veil by fairies spun; 
The solid earth is vanished for me 

And the shining hours speed noiselessly, 
A woof of shadow and sun. 

Suddenly out of the shifting veil 
A magical bark, by the sunbeams lit. 
Flits like a dream — or seems to flit — 

With a golden prow and a gossamer sail. 
And the waves make room for it. 

A fair, swift bark from some radiant realm. 
Its diamond cordage cuts the sky 
In glittering lines, all silently 

A seeming spirit holds the helm 
And steers. Will he pass me by? 
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IT comes at length — the blessed rain; 
Each drop a liquid Kohinoor, 
Yet thousandfold the diamond's worth — 
God's priceless boon to suffering earth. 
To just and unjust, rich and poor. 
Oh, glorious baptism of rain! 

Cool crystal draughts — ^from drouth and heat 

Redeeming all our fainting life, 

How grateful flows their healing power! 

How beautiful is this glad hour 

The blackened cloud with thunder rife! 

What music in the rain-drop's beat! 

Blest miracle, so old, so new; 
Blest answer to a people's prayer: 
The angel of the summer rain 
Descends, and whispers: " Not in vain 
Ye ask the Father's love and care, 
I come and prove His promise true." 

The night is holy, and the cares 
That so infest the dajrtime hours 
Retreat with all their tricks and snares. 

(^Off X tummtfigft 
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Chanson 

IF I were Robin Redbreast 
And you were Jenny Wren, 
No morrow e'er before us. 
The golden sunlight o'er us, 
Against my heart your head pressed, 
What songs we'd carol then — 
If I were Robin Redbreast 
And you were Jenny Wren! 

If I were mignonette, love. 

And you the dew's soft kiss. 

Then joy would be unending, 

Then smiles and tears be blending 

Upon our cheeks all wet, love; 
What rapture could we miss — 

If I were mignonette, love, 

And you the dew's soft kiss? 

If you were rosy morning 

And I were purple night, 
I'd flash through moonlight gleaming 
And overtake your dreaming, 
Your head with stars adorning, 

I'd stay time in its flight — 
If you were rosy morning 

And I were purple night. 

3^a (pit <Bot^ 
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One, blind, has taught how beauty should be sung; 

One, deaf, all silence turned to music sweet; 

From one who wandered homeless in the street 
A rapturous, deathless song of home was rung. 
How many a paean of victory has sprung 

From pallid lips, grown nerveless with defeat? 

How many empty hearts must sadly greet 
Their own love-songs on happier lovers* tongue? 

As some rare fabrics are in darkness wrought 
Lest light should mar the dainty web, so, too. 

The poet, with a golden thread of thought. 
Weaves in the shade his fancies fine and true. 

So from his sorrow is your pleasure brought. 
The joy he hath not doth he give to you ! 
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AROUND this lovely valley rise 
The purple hills of Paradise. 
Oh, softly on yon banks of haze 
Her rosy face the summer lays; 
Becalmed along the azure sky 
The argosies of cloudland lie, 
Whose shores with many a shining rift 
Far-off their pearl-white peaks uplift 

Through all the long midsummer day 
The meadow sides are sweet with hay. 

I seek the coolest sheltered seat. 

Just where the field and forest meet — 
Where grow the pine trees, tall and bland, 
The ancient oaks, austere and grand, 

And fringy roots and pebbles fret 

The ripples of the rivulet 

I watch the mowers as they go 

Through the tall grass, a white-sleeved row; 
With every stroke their scythes they swing, 
In tune their merry whetstones ring. 

The cattle graze; while warm and still 

Slopes the broad pasture, basks the hill. 
And bright, when summer breezes break. 
The green wheat crinkles like a lake. 
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THE yellow flags that grow beside the road, 
Covered with dust and bowed in the wide 
heat, 
Gasp the hot air in breathless misery; 

Scarce doth the butterfly his slow wings beat 
On the pale rose, and mournfully the bee 

Homeward returns without his fragrant load; 
The pilgrim ant goes forth with weary feet 

Seeking and finds not, and the homeless toad 
Pants in the waterless brook most piteously; 

Dead is the grasshopper, and, white and bleak. 
Loiter the clouds on heaven's windless peak. 
God hath a furnace built to the blue sky. 
Walled to the brim, whence blocks of flame 

o'erfly. 
And all but Shadrach and his kind must die. 

Down through the mountains' silver haze, 
Down through the song-thrilled wooded ways. 
And mid the meadows' drenched grass. 
The feet of Summer swiftly pass. 



942 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



^ugusi ^irb 



Q^aiti m Jtumititt 

HOW beautiful is the rain! 
After the dust and the heat, 
In the broad and fiery street. 
In the narrow lane, 
How beautiful is the rain! 

How it clatters along the roofs. 

Like the tramps of hoofs! 

How it gushes and struggles out 

From the throat of the overflowing spout! 

Across the window pane 

It pours and pours; 

And swift and wide, 

With a muddy tide, 

Like a river down the gutter roars 

The rain, the welcome rain! 

In the country, on every side. 

Where far and wide, 

Like a leopard's tawny and spotted hide. 

Stretches the plain, 

To the dry grass and drier grain 

How welcome is the rain ! 

343 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



^usagt Jbutrt^ 



GLEAR and cool, clear and cool. 
By laughing shallow and dreaming pool; 
Cool and clear, cool and clear, 
By shining dingle and foaming weir; 
Under the crag where the ousel sings. 
And the ivied wall where the church bell rings, 
Undefiled, for the undefiled; 
Play by me, bathe in me, mother and child. 

Strong and free, strong and free, 

The flood-gates are open, away to the sea. 

Free and strong, free and strong. 

Cleansing my streams as I hurry along 

To the golden sands and the leaping bar. 

And the taintless tide that awaits me far, 

As I lose myself in the infinite main. 

Like a soul that has sinned and is pardoned again. 

Undefiled, for the undefiled; 

Play by me, bathe in me, mother and child. 

All the long August afternoon, 

The little drowsy stream 
Whispers a melancholy tune, 
As if it dreamed of June 
And whispered in its dream. 

<WCCf iom IdMm flotveCCft 
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I LENT and soft from a measureless circle 
Cloudy battalions, in royal array, 
Move on to westward in billowy splendor, 
Follow, majestic, the monarch of day. 



Flashing, he wheels toward a radiaot horizon. 

Sinking in vistas of heavenly hue; 
Gold, like the radiance of pavements celestial. 

Crimson and silver abreast of the blue. 

Up toward the cloud-ranks that noiselessly follow, 
Streams a new glory, effulgent, divine; 

Each floating billow shines lustrous and tender, 
Shining in radiance ethereal, sublime. 

Down, past the distant and shadowy mountains. 
Sinks the great dazzling and glittering sun; 

Each tinted cloud floats away with new splendor. 
Soft in the blue hangs the pearl-tinted moon. 

Was it a strain from the choir angelic 
Borne on the silence and lost in mid air? 

Are those the wings of the cherubim hastening 
On to the great host whose rapture they share? 
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THE wind had dropped asleep at last, 
And o'er the darkling water lay 
One faintly flushed yet lingering ray. 
The red, retiring sun had cast. 
But well within a sheltering bay 
We dropped the chain, and stripped the mast. 
And bound the snowy sail, ere passed 
The daylight from the world away. 

And in the sylvan solitude 

Of murmuring pines and leafy shore. 

We pitched our Arab tents once more. 

And woke the echoes of the wood. 

Until the forest from its store 

Of voices, silent or subdued. 

Seemed answering to our buoyant mood. 

And to our ears a welcome bore. 

And o'er the dark and dreaming hill 
Another glory dawned and grew. 
That from the west its empire drew. 
Where day, dull-red, was lingering still; 
And like a jewel to our view 
Slow rose the rounded moon until 
She flooded every vale and rill 
With splendor argent as the dew. 

e^artu 6orbon (Bo9»m 
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IN the cool of early mom. 
Ere the sun has stolen away 
The silvery sheen from the soft fresh green 
Of the ferns where the shadows play, 
Our scythes gleam bright in the dawning light 

As through waving fields we go; 
The meadow is our battle-field, 
The golden grain our foe. 

In the heat of the noon-day sun 

That burns in the hot, still sky. 
The reapers sing to the scythes' long swing 

Though throats are parched and dry; 
For slowly all the long piles fall, 

The shining heads lie lo^; 
The meadow is our battle-field. 

The golden grain our foe. 

When the long, long day is past. 

And the stars come one by one. 
As the twilight fades, our swinging blades 

Their valiant work have done. 
And the moon's pale light through the summer night 

Reveals with steadfast glow 
The meadow, our good battle-field. 

The grain our vanquished foe. 
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WE sail toward evening's lonely star. 
That trembles in the tender blue; 
One single cloud, a dusky bar 
Burnt with dull carmine through and through, 
Slow smouldering in the summer sky. 

Lies low along the fading west; 
How sweet to watch its splendors die, 
Wave-cradled thus, and wind-caressed! 

The soft breeze freshens; leaps the spray 

To kiss our cheeks with sudden cheer; 
Upon the dark edge of the bay 

Lighthouses kindle far and near. 
And through the warm deeps of the sky 

Steal faint star-clusters, while we rest 
In deep refreshment, thou and I, 

Wave-cradled thus, and wind-caressed! 

How like a dream are earth and heaven. 

Star-beam and darkness, sky and sea; 
Thy face, pale in the shadowy even. 

Thy quiet eyes that gaze on me! 
Oh, realize the moment's charm. 

Thou dearest! We are at life's best. 
Folded in God's encircling arm, 

Wave-cradled thus, and wind-caressed! 

CertoC9axf€r 
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NIGHT hung so still upon her outstretched 
wings. 
The very silence of the distant spheres 
Seemed scorn of me; I saw the shuttled years 
Weave out again the endless sufferings 
Of burdened souls; I saw in orbit rings 
Vast globes move on among their mighty peers, 
And said: " What care have these for mortal tears? 
What power has life crushed down by lifeless 
things? " 

The moon rose up beneath the maples red. 
And sent a glow of light along the glen: 

A bird broke out in joyous song that sped 
Through all the world in melody, and then 

A voice unbound my fettered heart and said: 
** The spheres are not compared with living men!" 



Faster and faster from hazy hollow 
Night is closing on field and wood; 

Out of the west the late-bound swallow 
Hastens back to the crumpled brood; 

Stately winged, the night-hawks hover. 
Day is over! 

{From *' Evtntide ") 
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INTO the woods my Master went. 
Clean forspent, forspent 
Into the woods my Master came, 
Forspent with love and shame. 
But the olives they were not blind to Him, 
The little gray leaves were kind to Him, 
The thorn-tree had a mind to Him, 
When into the woods my Master came. 

Out of the woods my Master went. 

And He was well content. 
Out of the woods my Master came, 

Content with death and shame. 
When death and shame would woo Him last, 
From under the trees they drew Him last; 
*Twas on a tree they slew Him — ^last 

When out of the woods He came. 

3n ^imUt 

There, among the flowers and grasses, 

Only the mightier movement sounds and passes; 

Only winds and rivers. 

Life and death. 
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GOME with thine unveiled worlds, O truth of 
night, 
Come with thy calm. Adown the shallow 
day, 
Whose splendors hid the vaster world away, 
I wandered on this little plot of light, 
A dreamer among dreamers. Veiled or bright, 
Whether the gold shower roofed me or the gray, 
I strove and fretted at life's feverish play, 
And dreamed until the dream seemed infinite. 

But now the gateway of the all unbars; 
The passions and the cares that beat so shrill. 
The giants of this petty world, disband; 
On the great threshold of the night I stand. 
Once more a soul self-cognizant and still. 
Among the wheeling multitude of stars. 

The aloes grow upon the sand. 
The aloes thirst with parching heat. 

Year after year they wait and stand 
Lonely and calm, and front the beat 
Of desert winds, and still a sweet 

And subtle voice thrills all their veins: 

Great Patience: it still remains, 

After a century of pains, 
For you to bloom and be complete. 
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A WONDROUS wealth of flower and fern. 
Sequestered nooks at every turn, 
And pools with tiny caves and dens 
Enfolding timid citizens; 
A stream from out whose ports of gloom 
Float argosies of lotus bloom. 
And arched with trees whose branches wide 
Drop melodies adown the tide — 
The tuneful branches whereupon 
We hung the harps of Babylon! 

To-day these willow boughs are hung 
With instruments more deftly strung— 
The fairy viol, l3rre, and lute, 
The elfin horn, the fife and flute. 
And sweeter still the pipes of Pan 
Soft pressed by lips ^olian — 
An orchestra that seems to be 
In league with gay Terpsichore, 
To which the leaves all afternoon 
Are dancing reel and rigadoon. 



Cf orence Q|rmf 
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WE left the purple shore at eve, 
The lonely, silent forest shore. 
And sang, " O summer land, we leave 
Thy sylvan haunts to come no more! " 
And to our ears the night wind bore 
No more! 

Against the tender saffron west 
The wooded peaks stood dark and high, 

And when we sang, " O realm of rest, 
O summer dells, good-bye, good-bye! " 
We heard the solemn cliffs reply 
Good-bye! 

Slow sinks the sun, and all the world is dark. 
The mere is cold, the ribboned rill is mute. 
The brand of day is quenched, nor any spark 
To guide the helmless, oarless, sailless bark; 
Hushed is the nightingale's soft flute, 
Dead e'en the ashen light 
That heard the last good night! 

#ffre5 ileefor (^orriioii 
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WE crossed the pleasure-land together, 
I knew that now my time drew near. 
And hastened, longing for the moment. 
Yet lingering, holding back in fear. 

I wished the sunshine would not flicker 

Across the river in my eyes; 
Then here she shaded with her bonnet — 

How could I talk through that disguise I 

I wished the catbird would not whistle, 

I paused till he grew tired and still; 
And then the frogs took up the music. 

And lambs came bleating from the hill. 

Now all was silent; in the stubble 

The crickets even held their peace; 
But yet I waited, wishing only 

That all the crickets would not cease. 

I leaned upon the bars; she fluttered 

A farewell signal back to me; 
I turned, I staggered from the roadway — 

Gray fog came drifting from the sea. 
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BEGAN a crazy wind to blow; 
Loomed up a black and massy cloud; 
Fell down the volumed floods that flow 
With volleying thunders near and loud, 
With lightnings broad and blinding. 
A week of flying lights and darks, 

Then all was clear; from copse and corn 
Flew grosbeaks, redbirds, whistling larks, 
And thrushes voiced like peris lorn, 
Themselves of Heaven reminding. 

And now the winds a-tiptoe went, 

As loth to trouble Summer calms; 
The air was dense with sifted scent. 

Dispersed from fervid mints and balms 
Whose pungent fumes betrayed them. 
The brooks, on yielding sedges flung, 

Half-slept — babe-soft their pulses beat; 
Wee humming-birds, green-burnished, swung 

Now here, now there, to find the sweet. 
As if a billow swayed them. 

And hark! and hark! the woodland rings; 

There thrilled the thrush's soul: 
And look! the flash of flamy wings. 
The fire-plumed oriolel 

0f<«er <W. ffofmei 
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OVER and over the purple clover. 
Under the greenwood tree, 
Sweet Bessie came straying, for wild flowers 
Maying, 
And sang in her maiden glee: 
"O hey, O ho! 
There's a laddie I know 
Who joys my face to see. 
Fair blossoms, I pray, now what shall I say 
When Robin comes wooing o* me. 

Dear heart. 
When Robin comes wooing o* me? " 

Over and under the boughs asunder, 

Through the wood came Robin ere long; 
In the old fashion he carolled his passion. 
And the hawthorn swayed to his song: 
"Obey, O ho! 
The way I know 
She dropped me this flower to tell: 
But what she will say this blossoming day 
Would that I knew it as well. 

Dear heart. 
Would that I knew it as well." 

Ijbcitniitf {jj^nium (ptcm 
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Trantlattdby C. T, Brookt 

I STOPPED at an inn one day to dine; 
The host was a generous fellow; 
A golden apple for a sign 
Hung out on a branch so mellow. 

It was the good old apple tree 

Himself so nobly dined me; 
Sweet fare and sparkling juices he 

Was pleased and proud to find me. 

To his green-house came many a guest, 
Light winged and lighter hearted; 

They sang their best, they ate his best, 
Then up they sprang and departed. 

I found a bed to rest my head — 

A bed of soft green clover; 
The host a great cool shadow spread 

For a quilt, and covered me over. 

I asked him what I had to pay — 
I saw his head shake slightly — 

O, blest be he forever and aye 
Who treated me so politely. 



(2W^ti2> 
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BREATHING the summer-scented air 
Along tile bowery mountain way. 
Each Lord's-day morning I repair 
To serve my church a mile away. 

It is not that I strive to see 

What Love in lovely shapes has wrought — 
Its gracious messages to me 

Come, like the gentle dews, unsougHt 

I merely walk with open heart 
Which feels the secret in the sign; 

But, oh, how large and rich my part 
In all that makes the feast divine! 

And then along the fragrant hills 
A radiant presence seems to move. 

And earth grows fairer as it fills 
The very air I breathe with love. 

And now I see one perfect face. 
And hastening to my church's door. 

Find Him within the holy place 
Who, all my way, went on before. 

Hocctfio (2Uf ton (potoert 
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THE waters purled, the waters swelled — 
A fisher sat near by, 
And earnestly his line beheld 
With tranquil heart and eye; 
And while he sits and watches there. 

He sees the waves divide. 
And, lo! a maid, with glistening hair. 
Springs from the troubled tide. 

She sang to him, she spake to him — 

" Why lur'st thou from below, 
In cruel mood, my tender brood, 

To die in day's fierce glow? 
Ah! did'st thou know how sweetly there 

The little fishes dwell. 
Thou would' st come down their lot to share. 

And be forever well." 

The waters purled, the waters swelled — 

They kissed his naked feet; 
His heart a nameless transport held. 

As if his love did greet. 
She spake to him, she sang to him; 

Then all with him was o'er — 
Half drew she him, half sank he in — 

He sank to rise no more. 

6oef9e 

{Trantlaticn of Charles T, Brooks) 
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NO wind, no bird. The river flames like brass. 
On either side, smitten as with a spell 
Of silence, brood the fields. In the deep 
grass, 
Edging the dusty roads, lie as they fell 
Handfuls of shrivelled leaves from tree and bush. 
But 'long at the orchard fence and at the gate, 
Thrusting their saffron torches through the hush, 

Wild lilies blaze, and bees hum soon and late; 
Rust-colored the tall straggling brier, not one 
Rose left. The spider sets its loom up there 
Close to the roots, and spins out in the sun 
A silken web from twig to twig. The air 
is full of hot, rank scents. Upon the hill 
Drifts the noon's single cloud, white, glaring, still. 



River and fountain, and brook and rill. 
Bespangled o'er with livery gay 
Of silver droplets, wind their way; 
All in their new apparel vie. 
For Time hath laid his mantle by. 
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SHE stands alone upon the shore 
And smiles, " Good Bye! " 
Framed by the maples arching o'er, 
And leaf, and stream, and sunset sky. 
The boat still clings to darkening strand; 
The shadows grow on either hand 
And glide away. . . . The stroke is slow, 
The very oars seem loath to go; 
The pale Moon reaches forth to get 
The River's jewelled amulet; 
While on the air of eventide, 
Hushed all the sounds of night beside. 
Comes sweet " Good Bye! " 

Ah, me! It is no trivial thing 

To say "Good Bye!" 
And the desire of each may bring. 

In days to come, no fond reply. . . . 
Yet I rejoice that I have met 
Thy hand, thy voice, oh Margaret! 
Dim grows the fast-receding shore. 
Though lingers still the laggard oar. . . . 
" Good Bye." The day in transport dies. 
While echo faint and far replies 

Soft, sweet "Good Bye!" 

^mesf (|t. ^^OfiB 
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WHAT are your dreams as ye lie, O waters 
so cool, 
Looking up to the scarred, scraggy face 
of the cliff? 
Resting with hushed feet in the deeps of the pool. 
Rimmed round with ferns which the light breezes 
lift 
As if they were wings of the Dryads so fair — 
Above you the sweep of the opulent air. 

Filled full of wild forest odors, and full to the rim 
Of the blue skies of bird song which is flowing so 

sweet 
In great swelling tides of harmony, meet. 
As they blend with the forest's full leaf-whispered 
hymn, 

For the ears of the angels. 

Sweet sang the stream as on it pressed 
As sorrow sings a heart to sleep. 

As a mother sings one child to rest. 
And for the dead one still will weep. 

Sa^9er(B{on 
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Q|laain0 i9t Q^ of » 

FOOT of sky thro* a dusty pane 
Yellow with sun, or gray with rain — 
Yet you never need look for the sky in vain. 



The sad little pain-tossed watcher sees, 

If he patiently kneel on his small, tired knees, 

A glimpse of the greening tops of trees. 

His vision at night is a rosy bar 

Of the sunlight splendor, so fair and far; 

The hope of his day is an evening star. 

But the dream of dreams, and it once came true, 
Was — a tiny cloud in the patch of blue, 
A cloud, and the bird that across it flew. 

Sunset skies thro' a dusty pane, 
Stars and clouds and the morn again — 
Yet you never need look for the sky in vain. 

6roee l^fteCd 6ooMx>(n 

Sometimes a breath floats by me. 
An odor from dreamland sent, 

That makes the ghost seem nigh me, 
Of a splendor that came and went 

AotneCf 
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OLLOW and vast, starred skies are o'er us. 
Bare to their blue, profoundest height; 
Waves and moonlight melt before us 
Into the heart of the lonely night 



H 



Row, young oarsman! row, young oarsman I 
See how the diamonds drip from the oar! 

What of the shore and friends? Young oarsman. 
Never row us again to shore. '^ 

See how shadows and sliver mingle 
Here, on the wonderful, wide, bare sea; 

And shall we sigh for the blinking ingle — 
Sigh for the old-known chamber — ^we? 

Are we fain of the old smiles tender? 

The happy passion, the pure repose? 
True, we sigh; but would we surrender 

Sighs like ours for smiles like those? 

Row, young oarsman! row, young oarsman! 

See how the diamonds drip from the oar! 
What of the shore and friends? Young oarsman, 

Never row us again to the shore. 
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I HUNG a string of verses 
Against my cabin wall; 
What think you was the fortune 
They prayed might me befall? 

Out of the moted day-dream 

Among the boding firs 
They prayed she might remember 

The lover that was hers. 

Oh, prayers of mortal longing, 

What latch can ye undo? 
What comrade once departed 

Ever returned for you? 

All day with tranquil spirit 

I kept my cabin door. 
In wonder at the beauties 

I had not seen before. 

I slept the dreamless slumber 

Of happiness again; 
And when I woke the thrushes 

Were singing in the rain. 

(griiA Carmott 
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THE sea at the crag's base brightens. 
And shivers in waves of gold; 
And overhead in its vastness 
The fathomless blue is rolled. 
There comes no wind from the water. 

There shines no sail on the main. 
And not a cloudlet to shadow 

The earth with its fleecy grain. 
Oh, give in return for this glory. 
So passionate, warm, and still. 
The mist of a highland valley — 
The breeze from a Scottish hill! 

Day after day glides slowly. 

Ever and ever the same — 
Seas of intensest splendor. 

Airs which smite hot as a flame. 

I long for the song of the laverock. 

The cataract's leap and flash. 
The sweep of the red deer's antlers. 

The gleam of the mountain ash. 

Speed swift through the glowing tropics. 
Stout ship, which shall bear me home; 

Oh, pass as a God-sent arrow 
Through tempest, darkness, and foam. 
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A, Lord! Yet some must serve; 



■ Not all with tranquil heart. 

Even at Thy dear feet. 
Wrapped in devotion sweet. 
May sit apart. 

Yea, Lord! Yet some must bear 

The burden of the day. 
Its labor and its heat, 
While others at Thy feet 

May muse and pray. 

Yea, Lord! Yet some must do 
Life's daily task- work; some. 

Who fain would sing, must toil 

Amid earth's dust and moil. 
While lips are dumb. 

Yea, Lord! Yet even Thou 

Hast need of earthly care. 
I bring the bread and wine 
To Thee, O Guest Divine! 

Be this my prayer! 

3itf ia Corof {fie (B^pf^ 4dorr 
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OH, to feel the wild thrill of the swallow. 
The wonder of the wing, 
On the soft, blue billows of air to follow 
The summer, and soar to sing! 

To drink blue air and to feel it flowing 

Through every dainty plume. 
Uplifting, pillowing, bearing, blowing. 

And the earth below in bloom. 

Is it far to Heaven, O swallow, swallow? 

The heavy-hearted sings; 
I watch thy flight and I long to follow, 

The while I wait for wings. 



Sems 

Network of golden ferns, whose tracery weaves. 
In lingering twilights of warm summer eves. 
Ethereal frescoes, pictures fugitive. 
Drawn on the flickering and fair foliaged wall 
Of the dense forest ere the night shades fall. 

(potif Homtf fon Hai^ 
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ALL that the summer has said to me — 
In the song of the rose when her leaves 
unfold. 
In the breath of the lily with heart of gold. 
In the croon of the birds in the linden tree — 
All that the summer has sung and said 

Since the violet died on the breast of May, 
And the rose in the lap of June waxed red, 
I cannot sing or say. 

There's a song in the grass that grows under my feet, 
There's a tremor of music in moss and fern, 
And the myriad tongues of the forest burn 

With a rapturous symphony passing sweet; 

It sings in the heart and it sighs in the breast. 
It throbs in the thought like an ancient rune — 

But it dies on the lips in a lost refrain 
Ere the voice can find the tune. 

Men look to God for some mysterious sign. 
For other stars than those that nightly shine. 
For some unnatural symbol of His might. 
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WHEN Spring comes laughing 
By vale and hill, 
By wind-flower walking 
And daffodil — 
Sing stars of morning. 
Sing morning skies. 
Sing blue of speedwell 
And my love's eyes. 

When comes the Summer, 

Full-leaved and strong. 
And gay birds gossip 

The orchard long — 
Sing bird, sweet honey 

That no bee sips; 
Sing red, red roses 

And my love's lips. 

When Autumn scatters 

The leaves again. 
And piled sheaves bury 

The broad-wheeled wain- 
Sing flutes of harvest 

When men rejoice; 
Sing rounds of reapers 

And my love's voice. 



^uaiin^Mton 
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THE midges dance aboon the burn; 
The dews begin to fa'; 
The pairtricks down the rushy holm 
Set up their e'ening ca'. 
Now loud and clear the blackbird's sang 

Rings through the briery shaw, 
While, flitting gay, the swallows play 
Around the castle wa'. 

Beneath the golden gloamin' sky 

The mavis lends her lay; 
The redbreast pours his sweetest strains 

To charm the lingering day; 
While weary yeldrins seem to wail 

Their little nestlings torn, 
The merry wren frae den to den 

Gaes jinking through the thorn. 

The roses fauld their silken leaves. 

The foxglove shuts its bell; 
The honeysuckle and the birk 

Spread fragrance through the dell. 
Let others crowd the giddy court 

Of mirth and revelry. 
The simple joys that nature yields 

Are dearer far to me. 
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He walks with God upon the hills! 
And sees each morn the world arise 
New-bathed in light of paradise. 
He hears the laughter of her rills. 
Her melodies of many voices. 
And greets her while his heart rejoices. 
She, to his spirit undefiled, 
Makes answer as a little child; 
Unveiled before his eyes she stands. 
And gives her secrets to his hands. 
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A DREAMING poet lay upon the ground; 
He plucked the grasses with his listless 
hands. 
No voice was near him save the wishful sound 
Of the sea cooing to the unbosomed sands. 

He leaned his heart upon the naked sod. 
He heard the audible pulse of nature beat, 

He trembled greatly at the Word of God 
Spoken in the rushes rustling at his feet 

With inward vision his outward sight grew dim, 
He knew the rhythmic secret of the spheres, 

He caught the cadence, and a noble hymn 
Swam swan-like in upon the gliding years. 



It is the speech that angels know. 

By poets overheard — 
The deepest thought by feeling's glow 

To music softly stirred. 
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DOWN in the wide gray river 
The current is sweeping strong; 
Over the wide gray river 
Floats the fisherman's song. 

Out of a deeper current 

The song brings back to me 
A cry from mortal silence, 

Of mortal agony. 

Life that was spent and vanished, 

Love that had died of wrong, 
Hearts that are dead in living, 

Come back in the fisherman's song. 

I see the maples leafing, 

Just as- they leafed before; 
The green grass comes no greener 

Down to the very shore. 

Yet the soul hath life diviner; 

Its past returns no more 
But in echoes that answer the minor 

Of the boat-song from the shore. 

(Boie C<n^ Cooie 
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UP the dale and down the bourne. 
O'er the meadow swift we fly; 
Now we sing and now we mourn. 
Now we whistle, now we sigh. 

By the grassy-fringed river. 

Through the murmuring reeds, we sweep; 
Mid the lily-leaves we quiver, 

To their very hearts we creep. 

Now the maiden rose is blushing 

At the frolic things we say. 
While aside her cheek we're rushing 

Like some truant bees at play. 

Down the glen, across the mountain. 
O'er the yellow heath we roam. 

Whirling round about the fountain 
Till its little breakers foam. 

Bending down the weeping willows 
While our vesper hymn we sigh; 

Then unto our rosy pillows 
On our weary wings we fly. 
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(3- ^^uec^ion 

ASKED the wind for word of him. 

The wild west wind that scours the sea; 
But all the sky with rain grew dim, 
And dead leaves trembled on the tree. 



I asked the sea, so still and gray, 
Sighing strange secrets o'er and o'er; 

But with a moan it stole away, 
And left me on the wide, wet shore. 

And with a sudden throb I knew 
That my poor hope had been in vain; 

And round me wept the heavy dew. 
And the leaves fell, and sobbed like rain. 

€^9ef ^. Sfetotid 



So as the last light ebbs away 

I linger by the pine and palm. 
To see the night run cool and gray 

And nun-like through the depths of calm. 
Nor pause to ask how many times 

The roses leafed, to make so sweet 
September here among the limes. 

Or there where fall and summer meet. ^ 
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A Liu summer my companion 
Was a white aspen tree, 
Far up the sheer blue canyon, 
A glad door-ward for me. 

There at my cabin entry, . 

Where Beauty went and came. 
Abode that quiet sentry 

Who knew the winds by name. 

And when to that lone portal, 
All the clear starlight through. 

Came news of things immortal 
No mortal ever knew, 

That vigilant, unweary. 

Kept solitary post. 
And heard the woodpipes eerie 

Of a fantastic host 

Play down the wind in sadness. 

Play up the wind in glee — 
The ancient lyric madness. 

The joy that is to be. 

^(it Carman 
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HERE'S GoldenrodI 
Filling the corners of the zigzag rails, 
Gilding the borders of the dreary way, 
Spread in confusion over hills and dales. 
Dear to the sight as to glad Earth the day; 
Bright, yellow Goldenrod. 

Fair Goldenrod! 
The waving feather-fronds on stalks of green 

Rise out of sterile and forbidding soil; 
As with the sweetest heart and purest mien 
Unsullied grows some child of sin and toil, 
Fair as the Goldenrod. 

Bright Goldenrod! 
The untold treasures Earth holds hid away 

Are far surpassed when, with a lavish hand, 
She decks her generous breast with garlands gay 
That early Autumn sees spread o*er the land — 
A wealth of Goldenrod. 
• •••••••■ 

(^{(^ Cl^er Sr(«6(e 
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Tt M'Y Lady's cheek is soft and red, 
1^1 My Lady holds her graceful head 
On high. 
And why? 
She knows not yet of care or woe; 
She only lives to bud and blow — 
My foolish Lady Jacqueminot. 

My Lady's cheek is soft and red. 
My Lady bows her weary head. 

And why? 

She's nigh 
A heart that once was light as snow; 
But hearts and flowers die, you know, 
When broken, Lady Jacqueminot 

3uCte (^. iijhpfmawti 



t9eQgttb 

My leaves instinct with glowing life 
Are quivering to unclose; 

My happy heart with love is rife— 
I am almost a rose. 
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MOAN, ye wind, moan, oh moan, 
(Fog o' th' fen and salt o* th' sea,) 
Toss ye the trees till they groan, 
(Fog o' th' fen and salt o' th* sea). 
Love is dead. 
Tears are shed, 
Hope has fled; 
Dole ye a dirge with me. 

Where have they buried him, wind? 
(Fog o' th' fen and salt o' th* sea). 
Search through the world till ye find, 
(Fog o* th' fen and salt o' th' sea). 
Now quick and now slow. 
Above and below. 
Away let us go I 
Where he is buried lay me. 

Gone is the sweet o' th' rose, 

(Fog o' th* fen and salt o' th* sea,) 
Where it is he only knows, 
(Fog o* th* fen and salt o* th' sea). 
The skies are not blue. 
Nor sparkles the dew. 
All hearts are untrue — 
Naught but the salt o* th' seal 

fWlttitm |b. ||or^ 
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FRESH, how fresh and fair 
Through the crystal gulfs of the air, 
The fairy South Wind floateth on her subtle 

wings of balml 
And the green earth lapped in bliss, 
To the magic of her kiss, 
Seems yearning upward fondly through the golden 
crested calm! 

From the distant Tropic strand. 
Where the billows, bright and bland, 
Go creeping, curling round the palms with sweet, 
faint undertune; 
From its fields of purpling flowers. 
Still wet with fragrant showers, 
The happy South Wind lingering sweeps the royal 
blooms of June. 

All heavenly fancies rise 
On the perfume of her sighs. 
Which steep the inmost spirit in a language rare and 
fine. 
And a peace more pure than sleep's 
Unto dim, half-conscious deeps 
Transports me, lulled and dreaming, on its twilight 
tides divine. 
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" TJCX OST hear the bells," St. Imier said, " that 
I f thrice 

Have waked me from my sleep, and cease- 
less call 
Across the vale? " " I hear no bells," replied 
The dull-souled servant, and returned to sleep. 
But Imier rose and bound his sandals on. 
And drew his cloak about his head, and went 
Across the hills and gorges of the Doubs, 
The mystic bells still sounding in his ears. 
Until he came where from the hill outgushed 
A silvery spring; and there, because the bells 
Rang softly overhead, he stayed, and built 
His sacred home, about which slowly grew 
A town of peaceful homes and busy shops. 

Thus ever those whose listening ears are purged 
Of carnal strife awake when others sleep. 
And catch the spirit-tones of distant bells, 
Which call across the vales of life from hills 
Where God's great thoughts await the feet of those 
Who, rising from their beds of ease, shall build 
Them into the walls of truth and domes of deeds! 
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TT AST night it rained. Here on the bank 
IP A splashing shower the willows throw 

With every breeze; the grass, sprung rank. 
Sparkles with drowning drops; I know 
No fresher, brighter green can be 
Than here, no such luxuriancy. 

The stream flows fast, with clamorous sound, 
O'er stepping-stones that towered dry 

Last night; the sifting sun was found 
Pouring its wavelets through their sky 

Of low-hung leaves, and flecks them bright 

With shifting fragment of warm light 

My line is cast but languidly. 

The red-specked, wary creatures may 
Hide them or curvet safe, for me. 

I watch a squirrel scamper, play; 
A woodchuck whistles — ^he that knows 
Where the sweet clover blushing grows. 

That blue solicitude of sky. 

Bent over beauty doomed to die, 

Ere long will, pitying, witness here 
The yielded glory of the year. 
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NAUGHT is seen in the quiet sky 
But low in the west the waning moon. 
That stark on the cloud-wrack seems to lie 
As stiff as a lady in a swoon. 
How still! There's none in the world awake 
But I and my heart that will not break. 

Yet hark! For a stir comes over the hill. 
And I hear the hurry of wildest feet; 

The wind has sprung from his sleep with a will. 
To harry the craft of the airy fleet; 

And the moon arouses and seems to cling 

To a raft of cloud like a shipwrecked thing. 

And I wish on the Ocean of Love afar 
A wind of the Spirit of God would rise; 

Burst through the blackness that hides my Star, 
And come where my spirit at anchor lies. 

To break her moorings, if this could be. 

That I might sail on the Unknown Sea. 

Earth's crammed with heaven, 

And every common bush afire with God; 

But only he who sees takes off his shoes. 
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HE sea heard; and the deep, sad sea 

Throbbed with one bitter secret more. 
But set no murmuring rumor free 
By wind or bird to cave or shore. 



The stars saw; but no trembling star 
Of all the wide, bewildering train 

Has ever whispered from afar 
The story of this hopeless pain. 

The night knew; but the tender night 
Unveils no tears, betrays no sighs: 

She wraps away from sound and sight 
Despairing hearts and watching eyes. 

What if the night and stars and sea 
Should but for once their pledge forget. 

And softly breathe alone to thee, 
" She loved thee then, she loves thee yet " ? 

In dreary, ceaseless monotone 

The raindrops fall; 
The wind makes intermittent moan 

In tree-tops talL 
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DAUGHTERS of Time, the hypocritic Days, 
Muffled and dumb like barefoot dervishes, 
And marching single in an endless file. 
Bring diamonds and fagots in their hands. 
To each they offer gifts after his will, 
Bread, kingdoms, stars, and sky that holds them all. 
I, in my pleached garden, watched the pomp. 
Forgot my morning wishes, hastily 
Took a few herbs and apples, and the Day 
Turned and departed silent I, too late. 
Under her solemn fillet saw the scorn. 



^ nOakt (glirror 

Under the blue and tranquil skies. 
Still as a dream pellucid clear. 
The silent water mirror lies 
Reflecting beauty far and near — 
Green leaf for leaf, bright spray for spray. 
Soft cloud for cloud, fair day for day, 
When crash! in bits the mirror goes — 
Its fragments everywhere seem strewn; 
Into the charm of its repose 
Some idle hand has cast a stone. 
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HERE'S a song for the days that are gone, 
For they live in our hearts evermore! 
(O the roses and dew in their dawn — 
O the message of gladness they bore!) 
Now their mem'ry is fragrant as June 

When the winds o'er the clover-fields blow, 
For our hearts were with nature attune 
In the days of the Sweet Long Ago. 

O the time when we threaded Youth's maze 

As if led by the piping of Pan! 
O the spirit of mirth in our lays! 

O the wings on our feet as we ran ! 
Like the chiming of far distant bells 

Comes an echo all faintly and low, 
And its melody wakens and swells 

As we dream of the Sweet Long Ago! 

Here's a song for the days yet to be, 

For the fulness of glory to come; 
In the measure of Life's harmony 

Let no accent of gladness be dumb; 
As we dream of the vanishing years 

Let us look to the days yet unborn; 
There's a gift in each hour that unfolds, 

There's a promise of hope in each mom. 

(pirf 9a ea^<^^t«er 
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FAIR was the blue sky overhead, 
Fair was the earth below; 
Soft as an infant's breath the wind 
Went wandering to and fro. 

The creeping grasses clad the earth 

In garniture of green; 
A summer day, more fair, more sweet, 

The earth has never seen. 

Yet something still it seemed to lack 

To satisfy my heart; 
Lovely but lifeless as a thing 

Created by some art 

But lo! I heard a gush of song. 

The whirring of a wing. 
And into happy, joyous life 

The whole world seemed to spring. 



No bird has ever uttered note 

That was not in some first bird's throat. 
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I STOOD one day on a prairie height, 
And looked far out on the misty sea 
Of mid-day grasses lying asleep 
As silent as dim futurity. 
No voice in all that wide careen 

Of soundless surf and upflung swell 
That broke abloom; no trace was seen 
Of hand of man — ^no shadow fell. 

No sign of life save a shadowy wolf 

Who sat like sentinel still as stone; 
Or sailing hawk whose shadow's flight 

Was not more silent than his own. 
Far away in the north a dim sun-lake 

Lay silver-white, while down from the sky, 
That was as blue as an eye and deep as the sea. 

Fell the unseen heron's echoing cry. 

Along the deep-worn, crooked trails 

The blue-joint waved and roses spread 
Their tender bosoms to the west wind's lip. 

Shaken no more by the wild herd's tread. 
Silent, majestic, lone as the seas 

Round the southern pole, the land, unmete. 
Awaited the ploughman's stern decrees 

To laugh into plenty beneath his feet. 
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THE sun shines down with a fonder gleam, 
The floods give way to the smoother stream, 
The lark springs into the air again, 
After the rain. 

The roses swing and the grasses sway, 
The sky smiles down in a kindlier way. 
The old earth's tune hath a sweeter strain, 
After the rain. 



If all the birds were dead, my dear. 
And their sweet songs we did not hear. 
This quiet world would move on still; 
But you would find that there would be 
Less music here for you and me. 

If all the flowers should fade and die. 
And no bright blossom greet the eye. 
This dull old world would move on still; 
But you would find that there would be 
Less brightness here for you and me. 
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BUT still for summer dost thou gfrieve? 
Then read our poets — ^they shall weave 
A garden of green fancies still. 
Where they who wish may rove at will. 
They have kept for after treats 
The essence of all summer sweets. 
And echoes of its songs that wind 
In endless music through the mind: 
They leave stamped in visible traces 
The " thoughts that breathe," in words that shine — 
The flights of soul in many places — 
To greet and company with thine. 
These shall wing thee on to flowers — 
The past or future that shall seem 
All the brighter in thy dream 
For blowing in such desert hours. 



The lilies do not toil, and the lilies do not spin; 

They have to hold their chalices to catch the rain- 
drops in. 

To wash their raiment white as snow, from golden 
heart to hem, 

To justify the words of praise the Master spake of 
them. 
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FOR days the peaks wore hoods of cloud. 
The slopes were veiled in chilly rain; 
We said: It is the Summer's shroud, 
And with the brooks we moaned aloud, 
Will sunshine never come again? 

Backward to Spring our fancies flew. 
And careless of the course of Time, 

The bloomy days began anew. 

Then, as a happy dream comes true. 
Or as a poet finds his rhyme — 

Half wondered at, half unbelieved — 

I found thee, friendliest of the flowers! 
Then Summer's joys came back, green-leaved. 
And its doomed dead, awhile reprieved, 
First learned how truly they were ours. 

Dear violet! Did the Autumn bring 
Thee vernal dreams, till thou, like me. 

Didst climb to thy imagining? 

Or was it that the thoughtful Spring 
Did come again in search of thee? 

(Bo6er^ (Vndertoood 3o9iuoii 
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OUT from the South on noiseless wings is 
blown, 
Over the upland pastures through the 
wheat 
And down the unshorn meadow-lands, the heat 
Of days. The bind-weed blossoms June had grown 
Fade softly as the light slips out from some 
Fair day, and laggard lilies through the land 
Slow droop and wither 'neath the burning hand. 
While all the singing birds are smitten dumb. 
And as the thirsty earth at noon repines. 

Low voices steal from out the corn — " Lie still, 
O pastures, till our young ears drink their fill 
Of sunlight," and the grapes amid the vines 
Cry, " Rest, ye birds and lilies, lo, this heat 
Brings to the waiting vineyards vintage sweet." 



The day is done, and the darkness 
Falls from the wings of Night 

As a feather is wafted downward 
From an eagle in his flight. 

j|Ott0fitftot9 
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DUSK on the wide, low plain. 
And a glint in the foreground lying — 
Water fringed by a ring of tremulous, whis- 
pering reeds; 
And over it circling bats 
And the sound of the kildee's crying. 
And around it the sigh of the wind in a network of 
shivering weeds. 



Dusk on the wide, low plain. 

And a star in the distance peering 
Over the serried peaks of shifting, vanishing blue; 

And an oak-tree black on the sand, 

And a hare loping off through the clearing, 
And, out where the tarweeds toss, the bleat of a 
wandering ewe. 

Dusk on the wide, low plain. 
And a crane to the pools descending, 
And soft where the mulleins wait, the flit of a ground- 
owl's wing; 
And a hawk beating home to his perch 
Where the clouds with the crests are blending. 
And shades of the hastening night round the lessen- 
ing foothills cling. 



^tOittiam ($Uss^ 
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WE stood upon the ragged rocks 
When the long day was nearly done; 
The waves had ceased their sullen shocks. 
And lapped our feet with murmuring tone. 
And o'er the bay in streaming locks 
Blew the red tresses of the sun. 

Along the west the golden bars 

Still to a deeper glory grew; 
Above our heads the faint, few stars 

Looked out from the unfathomed blue; 
And the fair city's clamorous jars 

Seemed melted in that evening hue. 

sunset sky! O purple tide! 

O friends to friends that closer pressed! 
Those glories have in darkness died. 
And ye have left my longing breast 

1 could not keep you by my side, 
Nor fix the radiance in the west. 

The sky and the sea, like two nuns. 

Wear mantles of gray, 
And like a black cross seem the masts 

And the yards of a ship far away. 

4Sr(ice Htftkir^ 
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RED rose, red rose, 
Flaunting in the sun, 
I will offer homage 
As the rest have done. 
Yet — I pluck a white rose. 
Since I take but one! 

Red rose, red rose. 

Regal as thou art. 
Flushing deep with triumph. 

Full-blown leaves apart — 
Better is a white rose 

To wear upon the heart! 



Hark, where my blossomed pear-tree in the hedge 
Leans to the field and scattered on the clover, 

Blossoms and dewdrops — ^at the bent spray's edge — 
That's the wise thrush: he sings each song twice 
over, 

Lest you should think he never could recapture 

The first fine careless rapture! 
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A SO FT September twilight draped the sea; 
In pensive monotone, among the piers, 
The breakers roared and dashed their 
briny tears 
Back on its bosom; silence fell on me. 
Standing alone upon the sands; the free. 
Wide water with an anthem filled my ears, 
Ringing a prelude to the eternal years 
That, boundless, deep and grand, in heaven shall be. 

^Mint mo^ queers 



There, on the verge, erect in form, 

Conspicuous rise the lofty pines; 
Pointing to heaven, alike in storm 

And when the sun-god brilliant shines. 
Their soft, perennial verdure fills 

With rich perfume the bird-home bowers; 
Through summer heat and wintry chills 

They solace grief-worn, weary hours. 

I love the Pines! My life they teach 

To be with vital verdure clad; 
Erect with noble aims to reach 

For joys that make each moment glad. . . . 

3ame« fbumner ^^ftr 
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WE sail toward evening's lonely star, 
That trembles in the tender blue; 
One single cloud, a dusky bar 
Burnt with dull carmine through and through, 
Slow mouldering in the summer sky. 

Lies low along the fading west; 
How sweet to watch its splendors die. 
Wave-cradled thus, and wind-caressed! 

The soft breeze freshens; leaps the spray 

To kiss our cheeks with sudden cheer; 
Upon the dark edge of the bay 

Lighthouses kindle far and near. 
And through the warm deeps of the sky 

Steal faint star-clusters, while we rest 
In deep refreshment, thou and I, 

Wave-cradled thus, and wind-caressed! 

How like a dream are earth and heaven. 

Star-beam and darkness, sky and sea; 
Thy face, pale in the shadowy even, 

Thy quiet eyes that gaze on me! 
Oh, realize the moment's charm. 

Thou dearest! We are at life's best. 
Folded in God's encircling arm, 

Wave-cradled thus, and wind-caressed! 
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WHITHER away, thou brawling stream. 
Whither away so fast? 
Fleeing for life and death you seem; 
Speak! as you hasten past. 



Answered the brook, with a pompous roar, 

Tossing its creamy foam, 
" I go my flood in the main to pour, 

Listen, O sea, I come! " 

Whither away, thou river deep. 

Flowing so still and calm? 
Thy gentle current seems half asleep. 

And chanting a drowsy psalm. 

Answered the river, with whisper low,. 

Swaying her lilies fair, 
" Down to the fathomless sea I go; 

The sea will not know I am there." 

For there is promise in the air. 

And numerous prophecy; 
All breathless and with lifted arms 
Stand waiting shrub and tree. 

(S^atf ^O^cupu l^c^ 
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ALL night the mounted winds rode by, rode by. 
Calling command to armies far away. 
All night they passed and passed along the 
sky, 
Set in pursuit to front the coming day. 

Gaunt morning came at last; and still and white 
Looked forth from eastward battlements again, 

To see, arrayed and ready for the light. 
The dark tents and the armaments of rain. 

2|o«qp9tn^ (pntton (ptatoi^ 
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Over a winding, wayside wall. 

Ragged, and rough, and gray. 
There crept a tender and clinging vine 

Tirelessly day by day. 
At last its mantle of softest tint 

Covered each jagged seam; 
The straggling wall, half broken down. 
Became, with that leafy, tinted crown. 

Fair as an artist's dream. 
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ALL day the stormy wind has blown 
From off the dark and rainy sea; 
No bird has past the window flown. 
The only song has been the moan 
The wind made in the willow-tree. 

This is the summer's burial-time: 

She died when dropped the earliest leaves; 
And, cold upon her rosy prime, 
Fell down the autumn's frosty rime; 
Yet I am not as one that grieves. 

For well I know o*er sunny seas 

The blue-bird waits for April skies; 
And at the roots of forest trees 
The May-flowers sleep in fragrant ease. 
And violets hide their azure eyes. 

O thou, by winds of grief overblown 

Beside some golden summer's bier. 
Take heart! Thy birds are only flown. 
Thy blossoms sleeping, tearful sown, 
To greet thee in the immortal year! 

6^na1^n (ptocfo9 

He who steps on stones is glad to feel 
The smallest spray of moss beneath his feet 
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GIVE me, dear Lord, thy magic common things 
Which all can see, which all may share. 
Sunlight and dewdrops, grass and stars and 
sea. 
Nothing unique or new, and nothing rare — 
Just daisies, knap- weed, wind among the thorns; 

Some clouds to cross the sky above; 
Rain, winter fires, a useful hand, a heart; 
The common glory of a woman's love. 
Then, when my feet no longer tread old paths 

(Keep them from fouling sweet things anywhere). 
Write one old epitaph in grace-lit words: 
" Such things look fairer that he sojourned here." 



If I have faltered more or less 
In my great task of happiness; 
If I have moved among my race 
And shown no glorious morning face; 
If beams from happy human eyes 
Have moved me not; if morning skies. 
Books and my food, and summer rain. 
Knocked on my sullen heart in vain. 
Lord, thy most pointed pleasure take 
And stab my spirit broad awake. 

(Botktf MiouU fSnUPtnaon 
304 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 





^(Oj 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Oc^oBer 



Whose heart by love was never quickened. 
Whose eyes were never dim with grief, 

No words can teach the holy passion, 
Nor give his heavy heart relief. 

To know the beauty of the poet's thought 

A soul as beautiful must first be brought 
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OH, suns and skies and clouds of June, 
And flowers of June together. 
Ye cannot rival for one hour 
October's bright blue weather. 

When loud the bumblebee makes haste. 

Belated, thriftless, vagrant. 
And goldenrod is dying fast. 

And lanes with grapes are fragrant 

When gentians roll their fringes tight 

To save them for the morning. 
And chestnuts fall from satin burrs 

Without a word of warning. 

When comrades seek sweet country haunts 

By twos and twos together. 
And count like misers, hour by hour, 

October's bright blue weather. 

Oh, suns and skies and flowers of June, 

Count all your boasts together. 
Love loveth best of all the year 

October's bright blue weather. 

Utttn %vmt 3oclUon 
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THE month of carnival of all the year. 
When Nature lets the wild earth go its way. 
And spend whole seasons on a single day. 
The Springtime holds her white and purple dear; 
October, lavish, flaunts them far and near. 
The Summer charily her reds doth lay 
Like jewels on her costliest array; 
October, scornful, burns them on a bier. 
The Winter hoards his pearls of frost in sign 
Of kingdom; whiter pearls than Winter knew, 
Or empress wore in Egypt's ancient line, 
October, feasting 'neath her dome of blue. 
Drinks at a single draught, slow filtered through 
Sunshiny air as in a tingling wine! 



Be like the sun, that pours its ray 
To glad and glorify the day. 
Be like the moon, that sheds the light 
To bless and beautify the night 
Be like the stars, that sparkle on. 
Although the sun and moon are gone. 
Be like the skies, that steadfast are. 
Though absent sun and moon and star. 

Corofine ^. ^Oioii 
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X" IKE some old Turk who, in the lazy noon, 
I V Sits smoking in the sun. 

And with his fancies weaves a drowsy tune 
Scarce ended but begun; 
Who idly watches the slow shadows creep 
Where lies his favorite fair one fast asleep, 
And muses in a listless, dreamy way. 
On yesterday, to-morrow, and to-day: 

So doth the Indian Summer in a maze 

Of slumberous, still dreams 
Send forth the light-blue tissue of the haze 

On valleys, hills, and streams. 
Soft languors of the Orient seem to wreathe 
Delicious visions with the air we breathe; 

And from each tree the birds who linger yet 

Sound the clear bells of Nature's minaret. 
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GOMES the pleasant autumn time. 
And the leaves are growing brown; 
Loosened from their summer. 
They are softly wavering down. 

What a carpet warm and bright 
Make they in the sheltered ways! 

What a splendor on the hills, 
Filling human hearts with praise! 

Cojmtless as the upper stars. 

Asters glorify the sod; 
And the gentian, crisp and cool. 

Lifts its slender cup to God. 

Homeward from his ripened field 

Goes the farmer's loaded wain. 
Ruddy with the orchard's yield. 

Yellow with the golden grain. 

Oh, the bounty flowing free! 

Oh, the beauty sweet and rare! 
Let the nations curse and kill: 

Nature, thou art good and fair. 
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PUSH back the curtains and fling wide the door; 
Shut not away the light nor the sweet air, 
Let the checked sunbeams play upon the 
floor, 
And on my head low bowed, and on my hair. 

Would I could sing, in words of melody, 
The hazy sweetness of this wondrous time! 

Low would I pitch my voice; the song should be 
A soft, low chant, set to a dreamy rhyme. 

No loud, high notes for tender days like these! 

No trumpet tones, no swelling words of pride 
Beneath these skies, so like dim summer seas. 

Where hazy ships of cloud at anchor ride. 

At peace are earth and sky, while softly fall 
The brown leaves at my feet. A holy palm 

Rests in a benediction over all. 
O silent peace! O days of silent calm! 



^Ifto (p. ^ttrtoti 
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*TTTIS all a m)rth that Autumn grieves, 
I For watch the rain amid the leaves; 
With silver fingers dimly seen 
It makes each leaf a tambourine; 
Or, laughing mid the trembling grass. 
It nods a greeting as you pass. 
Oh! hear the rain amid the leaves — 
'Tis all a m3rth that Autumn grieves! 

Tis all a m3rth that Autumn grieves. 
For list the wind among the sheaves; 
Far sweeter than the breath of May 
Or storied scents of old Cathay, 
And with a voice as gay as rhyme 
It prates of rifled mint and thyme. 
Oh I scent the wind among the sheaves — 
'Tis all a m3rth that Autumn grieves! 

Tis all a m3rth that Autumn grieves — 
Behold the wondrous web she weaves! 
Across the grass from side to side 
A myriad unseen shuttles glide 
Throughout the night, till on the height 
Aurora leads the laggard light. 
Behold the^ wondrous web she weaves — 
'Tis all a m)rth that Autumn grieves! 
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OH what a doleful brood are we! 
While others wander gay and free. 
To sit high up within a tree 
Inquiring " Who-who-who-o-o? " 
Who is it steals our nest away. 
Unmindful of our mournful lay. 
While we sit nodding all the day — 
Ah, tell us—" Who-who-who-o-o? " 

Who is it mocks us as we blink, 
And looks at us with saucy wink — 
Who is it? Tell us what you think — 

Ah, tell us—" Who-who-who-o-o? " 
It's very, very sad indeed — 
No matter how we coax or plead 
There's not a creature that will heed 

Our question, " Who-who-who-o-o? " 

Who is it mocks us — ^tell us, do! 

Ah, if we only, only knew — 

We're always pleading " Who-who-who-o-o? ' 

It is so little that we ask — 

It should not seem so great a task 

To answer us — now do, do, do! 

What rogue whose face we cannot view 

Is mocking us — ^ah! "Who-who-who-o-o?" 
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WHEN from the underworld the light 
Shot through the dead and dying leaves, 
I saw a witch-dance where the com 
Stood stacked in half a hundred sheaves. 

Their tatters streaming on the wind, 

They bowed, they bent, they turned, they tost. 
They trembled with an aguish chill, 

Withered and shrivelled in the frost. 

When happily a hurrying troop. 

As if one wound some fairy horn, 
Out of the shadow rose, and then 

Went dancing with the shocks of com. 

They capered here, they capered there. 
Balanced to partners, tripped and twirled, 

Now stately as a saraband, 
Now a mad tarantella whirled. 

When suddenly the last light fell, 

A sad wind moaned through sighing sheaves; 
The witch-dance vanished — ^homeward came 

The children scuffling through the leaves. 

fittnitf (ptttcott §tpoffQt^ 
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OCTOBER'S breath is in the air; 
She flings her glory everywhere, 
O'er field and fallow, vale and wood. 
And everywhere it seemeth good. 

The long, low willows pale and green. 
That crowd their marshy shores between. 
Are misty with the yellow haze 
That hangs about autumnal days. 

A veil of shad'wy tender mist, 

Of pearly gray and amethyst, 

Has wrapped the earth within its sheen 

And clothed her with a peace serene. 

The year is slipping fast away 
In amber lights and mists of gray. 
And as we lift our waiting eyes 
We read new meaning in the skies. 

We too shall fade as fades the leaf. 
Be gathered like the golden sheaf. 
And, resting from our work begun, 
Full soon shall find our race is run. 
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WHEN on the world's first harvest day. 
The forest-trees before the Lord 
Laid down their autumnal offerings 
Of fruit, in golden sunshine stored. 
The Maple only, of them all. 

Before the world's great harvest King 
With empty hands and silent stood — 
She had no offering to bring. 

For in the early summer time. 

While other trees laid by their hoard. 
The Maple winged her fruit with love. 

And sent it daily to the Lord. 
There ran through the leafy wood 

A murmur and a scornful smile. 
But silent still the Maple stood. 

And looked unmoved to God the while. 

And then, while fell on earth a hush 

So great it seemed like death to be. 
From his white throne the mighty Lord 

Stooped down and kissed the Maple-tree. 
At that swift kiss there sudden thrilled 

In every nerve, through every vein. 
An ecstasy of joy so great 

It seemed almost akin to pain. 
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BALSAM and spruce and myrrh- 
How the winds waste them! 
Flavors of pine and fir — 
How you can taste them! 
Sweetness the summer spent 

Autumn possesses, 
Holding the mellow scent 
In her warm tresses. 

Where does our pathway lead. 

Grassy and narrow. 
Bordered by tassel-weed. 

Spearmint, and yarrow? 
Little we care to-day 

Whither we wander; 
Just to be off — ^away 

To the light yonder. 

Off to the golden gauze 

Lit with bright flashes. 
Where the ripe sugar-haws 

Flame in red splashes; 
Off to the zephyr-fanned 

Valleys enchanted 
And the wide garden-land 

God's hand has planted. 
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OCTOBER is the treasure of the year, 
And all the months pay bounty to her store; 
The fields and orchards still their tribute bear, 
And fill her brimming coflEers more and more. 
But she with youthful lavishness 
Spends all her wealth in gaudy dress. 
And decks herself in garments bold. 
All scarlet, purple, red, and gold. 

She heedeth not how swift the hours fly. 

But smiles and sings her happy life along; 
She only sees above a shining sky; 

She only hears the breezes* voice in song. 
Her garments trail the woodlands through. 
And gather pearls of early dew 

That sparkle, till the roguish sun 

Creeps up and steals them every one. 

But what cares she that jewels should be lost, 

When all of Nature's bounteous wealth is hers? 
Tho* princely fortunes may have been their cost. 

Not one regret her calm demeanor stirs. 
Whole-hearted, happy, careless, free, 
She lives her life out joyously, 

Nor cares when Frost stalks o'er her way 

And turns her auburn locks to gray. 

QpottC Mfimtnu ^iimSat 
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BEHOLD the ocean on the beach 
Kneel lowly down as if in prayer. 
I hear a moan as of despair, 
While far at sea do toss and reach 
Some things so like white, pleading hands. 
The ocean's thin and hoary hair 
Is traird along the silver'd sands 
At every sigh and sounding moan. 
'Tis not a place for mirthfulness. 
But meditation deep, and prayer. 
And kneelings on the salted sod, 
Where man must own his littleness 
And know the mightiness of God. 



The moon has grown disconsolate, 
Has turned her down her walk of stars: 
Why, she is shutting up her bars. 

As maidens shut a lover's gate. 

The moon has grown disconsolate; 

She will no longer watch and wait. 
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THROUGH all the sweet, red, spicy fires of vine 
And shrub the sun drips light, like golden 
wine, 
Steeping slowly through the afternoon 
Till topaz shades away in soft maroon. 
And bloom of sunset pales, at even's close. 
To the pink ashes of a crumbled rose. 

This morning's amber dawn, from starlit gray. 
Gave golden promise of a golden day. 
And noon, half dreaming in the fragrant smoke 
Of quivering blue, from autumn camps, awoke. 
And smiling, as she crossed the glowing land, 
Fulfilled the promise with a lavish hand. 

The maple blushes with a dream of frost; 
The breath of late-ripe grapes is caught and lost 
In fragrant flavors that the winds untwist 
From thatchy fringe of ricks and thistle mist. 
And from the mellow earth itself, where shine 
The gold-brown spicy needles of the pine. 

One star, enkindled in a yellow bay 
Of velvet, seals the record of a day — 
One of the days God grants to us below. 
Whose brimming happiness we scarcely know 
Till night uncoils a flaming trail of stars 
And bars his dusken gate with purple bars. 
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WHEN the maples flame with crimson 
And the nights are still with frost, 
Ere the summer's luring beauty 
Is in autumn glory lost. 
Through the marshes and the forests 

An imperious summons flies, 
And from all the dreaming north-land 
The wild birds flock and rise. 

From streams no oar hath rippled 

And lakes that waft no sail, 
From reaches vast and lonely 

That know no hunter's trail. 
The clamor of their calling 

And the whistling of their flight 
Fill all the day with marvel. 

And with mystery the night 

As ebb along the ocean 

The great obedient tides. 
So wave on wave they journey 

Where an ancient wisdom guides; 
A-through the haze of autumn 

They vanish down the wind, 
With the summer-world before them 

And the crowding storms behind. 

(p. ao^c^tt^ 
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THERE is a sweetness in autumnal days, 
Which many a life doth praise; 
When the earth, tired a little, and g^own mute 
Of song, and having borne its fruit. 
Rests for a little space ere winter come. 
It is not sad to turn the face toward home; 
Even though it shows the journey nearly done; 
It is not sad to mark the western sun. 
Even though we know the night doth come. 
Silence there is, indeed, for song. 

Twilight for noon; 
But for the steadfast soul and strong 
Life's autumn is as June. 



Last night beside my hearthstone 

She sat in snowy dress; 
The twilight touched her golden hair 

With many a fond caress. 
She wore white autumn flowers. 

Like frozen stars they seemed; 
One flower she left, else I should think 

Of angels I had dreamed. 
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IN the wane of the year, when the sunshine brings, 
With its soft suggestions of summer days, 
Memories of half-way forgotten things — 
When the mountains are wrapped in a misty haze. 
And the fleeting birds to each other call, 
When the red leaves fall — 

A sacred sorrow steals over the heart 
As it ponders the sunshine of other days; 

And from under the eyelids the tear-drops start, 
For the faces that gleam through a misty haze — 

For the faces that Memory doth recall, 
When the red leaves fall. 

I can never forget when the sunshine streams, 

In the wane of the year, through this purple haze, 
Those faces that haunted my boyish dreams — 

The mystical faces of other days. 
Back to my heart God gives them all 
When the red leaves fall. 

^. e. 0otb<m 

And all the fretted pool aglow 

Repeats the cold, clear yellow sky; 

The dear, loved summer days are past; 
Now tranquil goes the Queen to die. 
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THROUGH hazy noons, crisp night, and lus- 
cious morning, 
A Spirit has been busy everywhere; 
The happy fields with gorgeous hues adorning, 
Till color seemed to animate the air. 

It breathed upon the forests, which, enchanted. 
Waved fiery plumes and banner-pomp unrolled; 

And the mysterious mountain-depths it haunted, 
Till they were changed to palaces of gold. 

Softly upon the bosses of the lea-lands 
It wrote sweet poems in commingled hues. 

And where the barberry droops beside the sea-sands 
It told in colored script the autumn news. 

How dost thou paint, O Spirit, in such glory 
The circling landscape and refulgent even? 

The pictures wrought in thy illumined story 
Are like a page torn from the book of Heaven. 

O the enchantment of the myriad beauty! 

Wrought as in some delirium divine: 
Be it the word of love, or trust, or duty. 
The rapture of the message now is mine I 

HoroHo (mfaon (potoer* 
324 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Oc^Ber (llineteent(f 



NOW the frost has burst the burr, 
Now you hear the squirrels chirr. 
Faith, the lad's a dolt, my masters. 
Who's a lazy loiterer! 

Hark, the airy pipers play! 

West wind and the south are they; 

And the truant twain are piping — 
" O'er the hills and far away! " 

That is where the chestnuts be, 
And the hazel company. 

And the butternut and beechnut. 
And the supple hickory. 

Sylvia, come, the sun is high! 
With our baskets, you and I, 

Shall we not the quest adventure? 
Shall we not our fortune try? 

Should the treasure-trove elude 
In the sylvan solitude, 

I will weave some pleasant numbers 
Suited to the woodland mood. 

tOnfon §tcottwb 
325 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



OctoBer Ctventiet^ 



JsfitntMinoii 

WHEN listening birds and silent bees, 
And hillsides blazing golden flame. 
And summer winds in autumn trees 
The waning year proclaim, 

I long in some illumined way 

To be of Nature's soul a part, 
Uplifted with the yellow day. 

Close to her glowing heart 

Like angel songs when souls go free. 
Too faint to reach those left below, 

October glory hungers me. 
Eludes my senses slow. 

Can it be God for whom I strive. 
Perfection's smile for which I strain. 

That face no man may see alive 
In joy or sacred pain? 

Perhaps far falls when I am dead — 
I shall grasp all I could not know 

Here with the birds and autumn red. 
So long, so long ago. 

C)ort9a «Crfierf «CeiCiiioii 
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WHEN poplars drift their leafage down 
In flakes of gold below, 
And beeches burn like twilight fires 

That used to tell of snow, 
And maples bursting into flame 

Set all the hills afire, 
And Summer from her evergreens 

Sees Paradise draw nigher — 
A thousand sunsets all at once 

Distil like Hermon's dew. 
And linger on the waiting woods 

And stains them through and through. 
As if all earth had blossomed out 

One grand Corinthian flower 
To crown Time's graceful capital 

For just one gorgeous hour! 
They strike their colors to the king 

Of all the stately throng — 
He comes in pomp, October! 

To him all times belong: 
The frost is on his sandals. 

But the flush is on his cheeks; 
September sheaves are in his arms, 

June voices when he speaks; 
The elms lift bravely like a torch 

Within a Grecian hand: 
See where they light the monarch on 

Through all the splendid land! 
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GREAT, wide, beautiful, wonderful World, 
With the wonderful water round you curled, 
And the wonderful grass upon your breast — 
World, you are beautifully drest 

The wonderful air is over me. 
And the wonderful wind is shaking the tree; 
It walks on the water, and whirls the mills. 
And talks to itself on the top of the hills. 

You friendly Earth! how far do you go. 
With wheat fields that nod and rivers that flow. 
With cities and gardens, and cliffs, and isles. 
And people upon you for thousands of miles? 

Ah, you are so great, and I am so small, 

I tremble to think of you. World, at all; 

And yet, when I said my prayers to-day, 

A whisper inside me seemed to say, 

" You are more than the Earth, tho* you are such a 

dot: 
You can love and think, and the Earth can not! " 

As dyed in blood, the streaming vines appear. 
While long and low the wind about them gfrieves; 

The heart of autumn must have broken here. 
And poured its treasures out upon the leaves. 
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OUT in the haze of the autumn weather 
On the beechen slopes they patter and fall, 
The sweet brown nuts that the children 
gather, 
While the woodland voices echo and call. 

The squirrels* chatter, the late bees humming, 
The rustle of leaves to the rabbit's fear, 

The hollow whir of the partridge drumming. 
The cawing of crows in the tree-tops near. 

The cool brook laughs from the leafy hollow 
To the silent pool where the lilies grow, 

And the airy bubbles leap and follow. 
And mirror the maiden-hair bending low. 

The sunshine falls, and the winds are blowing 
Through the sifted gold of the woodlands sere. 

And gipsy Autumn, in beauty glowing. 
Is treading the courts of the royal year. 

($tnjamin £. Jkssetf 

Shall I find aught new 

In the old and dear. 
In the good and true. 
With the changing year? 

(gofkrt ^§tciimin9 
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ERE Advent dawns with lessening days, 
While earth awaits the angels' hymn. 
When bare as branching coral sways 
In whistling winds each leafless limb, 
When spring is but a spendthrift's dream. 

And summer's wealth a wasted dower 
Nor dews nor sunshine may redeem. 
Then autumn coins his golden flower. 

Soft was the violet's vernal hue. 

Fresh was the rose's morning red. 
Full-orbed the stately dahlia grew— 

All gone! Their short-lived beauty shed: 
The shadows, lengthening, stretch at noon. 

The fields are stripped, the groves are dumb. 
The frost-flowers greet the icy moon — 

Still blooms the bright Chrysanthemum. 

Orphan of summer, kindly sent 

To cheer the waning year's decline; 
Of all that pitying heaven has lent. 

No fairer pledge of hope than thine. 
Yes! June lies hid beneath the snow. 

And winter's unborn heir shall claim 
In every seed that sleeps below 

A spark that kindles into flame. 
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AR from the crowds that toil and plod, 
Far from the paths that men have trod. 
Rise up the granite gates of God. 



A faint sweet breath of incense fills 
The arching aisles, where music thrills 
The solemn temple of the hills. 

Priestly and pure the pine-trees there 
Stand on the sacred altar-stair. 
And lift up holy hands of prayer, 

Chanting their soft antiphonies. 
That break with overflowing peace 
The sacramental silences, 

While " Holy, holy," in accord. 

Rises and falls their sweet award, 

" Thy glory fills the earth, O Lord "; 

And soft within the sacred wall 
Their words of benediction fall — 
" The peace of God be with you all." 
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THE poet in his vigil hears 
Time flowing through the night- 
A mighty stream, absorbing tears. 
And bearing down delight: 
There, resting on his bank of thought. 

He listens, till his soul 
The voices of the waves has caught, 
The meaning of their roll. 



The air is full of hints of grief. 
Strange voices touched with pain; 

The pathos of the falling leaf. 
And rustling of the rain. 



A warrior hung his plum6d helm 
On the rugged trunk of an aged elm. 
" Where is the knight so bold," he cried, 
" That dares my haughty crest deride? " 

The wind came by with a sullen howl. 

And dashed the helm on the pathway foul. 

And shook in scorn each sturdy limb— 

For where was the knight that could fight with him? 
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A WAVE of summer's overflow, 
A fugitive which went astray, 
That on its passage lost its way; 
A prelude to an autumn dirge, 
An interlude on winter's verge, 
A narrow space 'twixt flower and snow. 
An after-thought, an after-glow, 
A smile upon the waning year, 
A ray to shine through nature's tear. 
When Sol sends down his mildest rays 
Upon us on these autumn days: 
It beams with hope, and clouds with fear. 
This Indian summer of the year. 

^moA q|r|(mt (gu^utt 
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O wondrous miracle! The autumn hills — 
That lately lifted sober tree-tops up — 

Grew strangely glad. A loving Master fills 
With sparkling radiance every leafy cup, 

And all the woods and mountains seem to shine 

As if He turned their water into wine. 
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IT seems but yesterday that May 
Tripped lightly past, nor paused to stay 
A moment longer than 'twould take 
To set her signet near and far, 
To field and lane — ^the daisies' star; 

To set the grasses all ashake; 
To kiss the world into a blush 
Of briar-roses, pink and flush. 
For summer's sake. 

It seems but yesterday that June 
Came piping sweet a medley-tune, 

Whereto the robin and the thrush 
Lent each his thrilling throat, the while 
The locust there beside the stile. 

Deep hid in tangled weed and brush. 
Spun out the season's skein of heat. 
With now a " whir " of shuttle feet. 

And now a hush. 

Sttfta (^. HbpptMM, 

Crush the dead leaves under thy feet. 

Gaze not on them with mournful sigh; 
Think not earth has no glory left. 

Because a few of its frail things die; 
Springtime will bring fresh verdure as sweet- 
Crush the dead leaves under thy feet 
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THE nut-tree babies, young and small, 
Lay in green cradles, satin-lined; 
Rocked lightly by the summer wind; 
No bough did break, no cradle fall — 
The nut-tree babies, one and all. 
Slept in their cradles peacefully. 
While wood-doves crooned a lullaby. 

One autumn day the nuts awoke; 

The yellow leaves were strewn about. 

And mischievous Jack Frost was out 
And played those babies such a joke! 
Their cradles with a touch he broke. 

And the brown nut-tree babies fell. 

One with another, all pell-mell. 

And with the coming of the spring. 

When all the earth is green again 

With April sun and April rain. 
We shall behold a curious thing: 
A crowd of saplings in a ring — 

Where every nut fell down will be 

A tiny little sprouting tree. 
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ST was the royal pageant of the leaves. 

And yet the poet crickets at high noon 
From fields wide widowed of their saffron 
sheaves 

Sent up a jocund tune. 



No more they made the violet twilight tide 

To throb and thrill with bursts of lyric glee; 
Yet, true to song, they would not be denied 
Their mid-day minstrelsy. 

And listening, enamored of the sounds, 

The golden vestured hours were loth to go 
Adown the dark declivity to the bounds 
Of icy night and snow. 

And we, the close companions of the hours 
Beguiled, at heart were fain to linger, too, 
Clinging to memories of the vanished flowers 
Opaled with morning dew. 

Ah, all too brief the choric interludes 1 

The seal of silence beauty soon immures; 
And yet they solaced many wintry moods. 
Those autumn troubadours. 

^tnfoii ||Ico(ump5 
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THE rugged highlands boldly stand 
Against the morning sky; 
And far across the meadow-land 
Their stately shadows lie. 
The stars are hid, their vigils ceased; 

Slow fades the moon away; 
And clad in mists, the crimson east 
Receives the radiant day. 

The sun breaks through the hoary mist 

Lo! What a change is seen! 
Dark blue and gold and amethyst 

'Mid boughs of waving green. 
From serried rocks of lofty height 

Encrowned with fir and pine 
Gleam cherry-bloom and dogwood white, 

And rose and columbine. 

Ah, what in art can equal this? 

What human hand portray 
Fair Nature's all-transforming kiss 

Upon the mountains gray? 
'Tis by a power no man can see, 

A miracle divine; 
Like that when Christ in Galilee 

Changed water into wine. 
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QtooemBer 



I blew, I blew, the trumpet loudly sounding; 
I blew, I blew, the heart within me bounding; 
The world was fresh and fair, yet dark with wrong, 
And men stood forth to conquer at the song 

I blew, I blew, I blew. 

The field is won; the minstrels loud are crying, 
And all the world is peace; and I am dying; 
Yet this forgotten life was not in vain! 
Enough if I alone recall the strain 

I blew, I blew, I blew. 
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to a (pod 

IF thou art a poet-son of God, 
Fix upon the heights thy steadfast glance; 
Listen with quick ear to catch His word; 
Speak as He shall give thee utterance. 

Speak what earth unseals to thee, 
And the sky reveals to thee; 
What the hoarse wind shrieks, 
And the dark tide speaks; 
What the storm-clouds thunder 

In their meeting crash; 
What the lurid wonder 

Of the lightning flash. 

W^hy the strong sun sets 

And the planets rise; 
Why the rainbow spans 

The wet summer skies. 

What the stars show 

Each unto each; 
What the moon answers 

In silver speech: 
What of joy reaches thee; 
What thy pain teaches thee. 

That do thou teach. 
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A STATELY figure walking through the wood; 
Her features faded; in her eye a tear; 
Her face the grave of beauty, sad, severe; 
A queen enthroned and in her solitude. 

Her crimson robes that long the winds withstood, 
Now trailing, torn and dark throughout the year. 
In her pale hands the pendent ivy sere; 

Stript of her coronal; in widowhood; 

Yet still remembering her magnificence, 
She walks superbly through the leafless glades; 

She feels the splendor of her opulence 
Has faded from her as the leafs that fades; 

A queen indeed! in royal impotence 
She sweeps — ^how proudly! down into the shades. 



Is it that Nature calls us 
Her services of peace to share? 

After the song the silence — 
After the praise the prayer. 
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I PLUCKED pink blossoms from mine apple- 
tree, 
And wore them all that evening in my hair; 
Then in due season when I went to see, 
I found no apples there 

With dangling basket all along the grass 
As I had come I went the self-same track; 

My neighbors mocked me while they saw me pass 
So empty-handed back. 

Lilian and Lilias smiled in trudging by; 

Their heaped-up basket teased me like a jeer; 
Sweet-voiced they sang beneath the sunset sky. 

Their mother's home was near. 

Fair. Gertrude passed me with her basket full; 

A stronger hand than hers helped it along; 
A voice talked with her through the shadows cool 

More sweet to me than song. 

Ah, Willie, Willie, was my love less worth 
Than apples with their green leaves piled above? 

/ counted rosiest apples on the earth 
Of far less worth than love. 
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agMtt Q^udumna 

WHAT of thy sorrows, mother? Are not 
these 
Fruition of thy reign: 
Thy lusty garners, heaped about thy knees. 

Of corn and russet grain; 
Thy fatted flocks at nibble in the leas; 

Thy creaking harvest wain? 
What of thy sorrows that the blowing trees 
Interpret into pain? 

What memory hovers in thy matron eyes 

And touches out the tears? 
What thought of music in the warmed skies; 

And hope of sweet, young years. 
That grew to youth in leafy panoplies, 

And laughed at later fears — 
Then withered in the valleys, echo-wise, 

And slept on Autumn biers. 

I hear thy sorrow, mother! In the breeze 

It sings an under-psalm; 
Deep-toned, it murmurs in the melodies 

That bubble by the dam; 
And far it comes, the query of the seas 

Across a forest-calm: 
Yet down the midnight of thy mysteries 

Peace beckons with her palm! 

fforriion |b. (jO^onU 
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T* OOK at them, list to them, murmuring leaves 
I r Tbssing in sunshine, high o'er the eaves, 

Curtaining gray branches, lichened and old. 
With sumptuous drapings of green and gold, 
Fashioned so deftly, so multiform, 
Flexile of stem, defying the storm. 
In her wondrous loom wise Nature weaves 
Nothing more beautiful than the leaves. 

Tenderly sheltering embryo flowers, 

Lest winds breathe chill, and fierce the showers; 

Skilfully thatching the minstrel's roof. 

Who builds in the woodland, far aloof 

From hands marauding, his nestling's home; 

Catching the song of breezes that roam. 

And echoing them softly, gleefully, till 

All the green hostel is with them a-thrill— 

Great is the gladness my soul receives 

From your whispered music, beautiful leavea 

List ye the wind, how it querulous grieves. 
When autumn pilfers the beautiful leaves; 
Mute are the birds, and the sad skies weeft 
As through the valley, o'er the hilltop steep. 
She wantonly wanders, and scattereth 
Their glorious beauty unto death. 

ibara9 ifinite (jO^onU 
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^Ycmsformoiioii 

ONCE in an English woodland, where awoke 
Breezes that made the dark leaves pulse 
and shine, 
I walked at twilight, willing to invoke 

All moods of sorcery, mirthful or malign, 
When gradually on my vision broke 

A mighty and moss-hung tree that lay supine. 
Levelled by some dead tempest's cruel stroke. 

And clasped by coils of ivy serpentine. . . . 
If truth now tricked herself in fancy's cloak. 

If some brief elfin madness now was mine. 
Or yet if actual voices faintly spoke, 

Wandering the dusk, there stays no certain sign; 
But " I was Merlin," said the bearded oak. 

And " I was Vivien," said the snaky vine. 



Deep down beneath the billows* angry sweep 

Beyond the fury of the raging sea, 

There is a world of silent mystery. 

There coral mountains lift their hoary heads. 

And sea-shells lie in glowing amber beds, 

And all is wrapt in deep, eternal sleep. 
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TO-DAY what is there in the air 
That makes November seem sweet May? 
There are no swallows anywhere, 
Nor crocuses to crown your hair 
And hail you down my garden way. 

Last night the full moon's frozen stare 
Struck me, perhaps; or did you say. 
Really, you'd come, sweet friend and fair, 

To-day? 

To-day is here. Come, crown to-day 
With spring's delight or spring's despair I 

Love cannot bide old Time's delay; 

Down my light gardens glad winds play. 
And my whole life shall bloom and bear 

To-day 



Jog on, jog on, the foot-path way. 
And merrily hent the stile-a: 

A merry heart goes all the way. 
Your sad heart tires in a mile-a. 
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TO-DAY the leaves October winds had strown 
I piled in heaps, and thereto set bright fire. 
Then watched the flame leap through the 
fragrant pyre 
And lick, red-tongued, the white smoke-wreaths up- 
thrown. 
And as I looked, across my thought was blown 
A gust of pity bom of dim desire 
For days now dead, that I should see expire 
In shuddering ashes, breath of beauty flown: 
The tender green that flooded April's bough; 

The shadows flickering o'er the happy grass; 
Deep glooms of summertide, the night wind's sough. 

And crimson pomp when frosts of autumn pass. 
Ah, how much more than leaves I bum! But then, 
'Twill come again, my heart, 'twill come again! 

®e|Nit6tte of i0e Q|(Yb0 

Plume and go, ye summer folk; 
Fly from winter's killing stroke. 
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DAINTY, delicate swallow feather 

Is all that we now in the chimney trace 
Of something that days and days together 
With twittering bird-notes filled the place. 



A 



Where are you flying, now, swallow, swallow? 

Where are you wakiiig the spaces blue? 
How many little ones follow, follow, 

Whose wings to strengfth in the chimney grew? 

Deep and narrow, dark and lonely. 
The sooty place that you nested in; 

Over you one blue glimmer only — 
Say, were there many to make the din? 

This is certain, that somewhere or other 

Up in the chimney is loosely hung 
A queer-shaped nest, where a patient mother 

Brooded a brood of tender young; 

That here, as in many deserted places. 
Brimming with life for hours and hours, 

We miss with the hum a thousand graces. 
Valued the more since no more ours. 
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THE road was straight, the afternoon was gray, 
The frost hung listening in the silent air; 
On either hand the rimy fields were bare; 
Beneath my feet rolled out the long white way, 
Drear as my heart, and brightened by no ray 
From the wide winter sun, whose disk declined 
In distant copper sullenness behind 
The broken network of the western hedge— 
A crimson blot upon the fading day. 

Three travellers went before me — one alone. 
Then two together, who their fingers nursed 
Deep in their pockets, and I watched the first 
Lapse in the curtain the slow haze had thrown 
Across the vista which had been my own; 
Next vanished the chill comrades, blotted out 
Like him they followed; but I did not doubt 
That there beyond the haze the travellers 
Walked in the fashion that my sight had known. 

Can we, who were so high and are so low. 
So clothed in love, who now in tatters go. 
Echo serenely, " Just beyond the haze," 
And of a sudden find a trite relief? 
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3timMi Jluitimtf 

TT IKE maid who, on the very eve 
I V Before her .wedding vows, arrays 
Herself to take one last sweet leave 
Of girlhood thoughts and girlhood days — 
Dreams soft the earth, in garments rich 
That heighten all her virgin charms. 
Ere she the threshold crosses which 
Bestows her on old Winter's arms. 

Or like a young squaw, who with red 

And yellow pigments stripes her skin. 
And patiently awaits the tread 

That him who seeks her ushers in. 
To-day the earth, in colors all 

Barbaric, gorgeous, thick spread o'er, 
A stoic rapt, expects the call 

Of Winter at the wigwam door. 

Like breezes through the old oak grove. 
Like sunshine o'er the landscape fair. 
So would my true life rove. 
In active love or prayer, 
At God's sweet will. 
Singing or still. 

351 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



(UofemBer tmfft!^ 



THE sunset's crown of radiant gold. 
The robe of amethyst, 
Had paled to twilight gray and cold. 
And trembling veils of mist 
Then up the heaven the white moon sailed, 

And, gleaming in her wake. 
Her silvery, glimmering garments trailed, 
A shining way in shadows veiled. 
Across the dusky lake. 

The darkness quenched the sunset hues. 

Day — shrouded — sank in night, 
Yet through the gloom and through the dews 

Still trailed that track of light. 
No wind bore upward hymn or prayer. 

No step throbbed on the sod; 
And yet my soul saw opened there — 
'Cross lake, o'er mount, through ambient air — 

A shining path to God. 

(put Aotoe Idtefttiuon 

'Tis always morning somewhere, and above 
The awakening continents from shore to shore. 
Somewhere the birds are singing evermore. 
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STILL are the ships that in haven ride, 
Waiting fair winds or a turn of the tide; 
Nothing they fret, though they do not get 
Out on the glorious ocean wide. 
Oh, wild hearts that yearn to be free, 
Look and learn from the ships of the sea! 

Bravely the ships in the tempest tossed. 
Buffet the waves till the sea be crossed; 

Not in despair of the haven fair, 
Though winds blow backward, and leagues be lost; 
Oh, weary hearts that yearn for sleep, 
Look and learn from the ships of the deep! 

The snow lies thick around his door. 
That door made fast by bar and lock; 

He will not heed thee, trembling, chilled; 
He will not heed thy piteous knock. 

Poor wandering Heart, canst thou not see 

There is no welcome here for thee? 

The air is numb with frost and night, 

O, wait no longer in the snow. 
For lo! from yonder latticed pane 

Faint music and the fire-light's glow. 
He hath another guest in state, 
And thou, poor Heart, thou art too late! 

^nne (guDt ^fbric9 
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foveoer 

FOREVER and ever the reddening leaves 
Float to the sodden grasses. 
Forever and ever the shivering trees 
Cower and shriek to the chilling breeze 
That sweeps from the far-off sudden seas. 
To wither them as it passes. 

Forever and ever the low gray sky 

Stoops o'er the sorrowful earth; 
Forever and ever the steady rain 
Falls on bare, bleak hill and barren plain. 
And flashes on roof and window-pane. 

And hisses upon the hearth. 

Forever and ever the weary thoughts 

Are tracing the selfsame track; 
Forever and ever, to and fro, 
On the old unchanging road they go. 
Through dreaming and waking, through joy and woe. 

Calling the dead hours back. 

Forever and ever the tired heart 

Ponders o'er the evil done; 
Forever and ever through cloud and gleam. 
Tracing the course of the strong life-stream, 
And dreary and dull as the broken dream. 

Forever the rain rains on. 
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THE sea crashed over the grim gray rocks, 
It thundered beneath the height. 
It swept by reef and sandy dune. 
It glittered beneath the harvest moon 
That bathed it in yellow light. 

Shell and seaweed and sparkling stone 

It flung on the golden sand, 
Strange relics torn from its deepest caves — 
Sad trophies of wild, victorious waves — 

It scattered upon the strand. 

Spars that looked so strong and true 

When the gallant ship was launched. 
Shattered and broken, and flung to the shore. 
While the tide in its deep, triumphant roar, 
Rang the dirge for old wounds long stanched. 

Pretty trifles that it had brought 

From many a foreign clime. 
Snatched by the storm from the clinging clasp 
Of hands that the lonely will never grasp. 

While the world yet counteth time. 

Back, back to its depths went the ebbing tide. 

Leaving its stores to rest 
Unsought and unseen in the silent bay. 
To be gathered again, ere close of day, 

To the ocean's mighty breast 
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ACROSS the cotton-field the notes 
Come to my alien ear. 
Well flute the little feathered throats- 
How musically clear! 
They seem to speak, the unseen birds; 

My fancy fits their cry 
With plaintive yet with hopeful words: 
" Good'hy! " they call, " Good-by! " 

Who are you, little feathered friends? 

I catch no glimpse of wings. 
Yet when the clustered pine-bough bends. 

Or wild-grape garland swings, 
Among the flowers, among the tall. 

Dead corn-stalks, brown and dry, 
I hear the soft, unceasing call, 

" Good-by t Good-by f Good-by f " 

When I have donned my pilgrim shoon 

And passed, as pilgrims do. 
This golden Southern afternoon. 

My dreams will bring anew: 
The far-off pine-woods I shall see 

Against the blue, blue sky; 
Across the cotton-field to me 

The birds will call " Good-by f " 
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AUTUMN is old; 
The sear leaves are flying; 
He hath gathered up gold. 
And now he is dying: 
Old age, begin sighing! 



The vintage is ripe; 

The harvest is heaping; 
But some that have sowed 

Have no riches for reaping: 

Poor wretch, fall a-weeping! 

The year's in the wane; 

There is nothing adorning; 
The night has no eve, 

And the day has no morning; 

Cold winter gives warning. 

From gold to gray 
Our mild, sweet day 

Of Indian Summer fades too soon; 
But tenderly 
Above the sea 
Hangs, white and calm, the hunter's moon. 
3o9n «r<enf eaf no^ittier 
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** i^ TILL ailing, Wind? Wilt be appeased or no? 

» ^ Which needs the other's office, thou or I? 
Dost want to be disburdened of a woe, 

And can, in truth, my voice untie 
Its links, and let it go? 

"Art thou a dumb, wronged thing that would be 
righted, 

Entrusting thus thy cause to me? Forbear! 
No tongue can mend such pleadings; faith, requited 

With falsehood — love, at last aware 
Of scorn — hopes, early blighted — 

"We have them; but I know not any tone 
So fit as thine to falter forth a sorrow; 

Dost think men would go mad without a moan. 
If they knew any way to borrow 

A pathos like thy own? " 

($o8ttf qj^rol»nlfi« 

(5(a Jkicm 

The woodland path is deep in leaves 

That mark a golden way, 
Wherein, last happy summer-tide. 

We two were wont to stray. 

Sforence ^t'ef oti^ (prctff 

358 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



(lWem6er (Jtineteeni^i 



UNTO his parching lips a cup 
Brimming with wine the hills hold up, 
Fresh with the breath of bud and bloom. 
Cooled in the caves of purple gloom. 
One long, deep draught he takes, and then 
Into his saddle leaps again, 
Scatters the gold coins left and right 
And speeds beyond the gates of night: 
The Years are at his heels — ^awayl 
The Sun still leads them by a day. 



The path I trod when autumn neared its end 
Was spanned by heavens heavy-eyed and drear. 
And all the death and drooping of the year 

Saddened the world until I met you, my friend; 

A hand-grip at the crossing of the ways, 
And then we parted; yes, but where I strode 
Skies smiled serenely, and beside the road 

Lay violets and the slim arbutus sprays; 

And oh, from out a copse — a strange, sacred thing- 

A God-sent bird- voice rioted of spring! 
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THE pane is etched with wonderful tracery; 
Curve interlaced with curve and line with 
line, 
Like subtle measures of sweet harmony 
Transformed to shapes of beauty crystalline. 

Slim, graceful vines and tendrils, of such sort 
As never grew save in some fairy world 

Wind up from roots of misted silver wrought 
From tulip flowers and lilies half unfurled. 

Shag firs and hemlocks blend with plumy palms. 
Spiked cacti spring from feathery ferns and weeds. 

And sea-blooms, such as rock in southern calms. 
Mingle their foamy fronds with sedge and reeds. 

And there are flights of birds with iris wings 
That shed in mid-air many a brilliant plume. 

And scintillating shoals of swimming things 
That seem to float in clear green ocean gloom. 

All these the genii of the Frost last night 
Wrought through the still cold hours by charm 
and rune; 
And now, like dreams dispelled before the light. 
They float away in vapor on the noon. 

€9witu ififin 9Sitbu(9 
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AS you went down the road, dear. 
As you went down the road. 
How chill the breeze began to blow! 
My heart took up it& load: 
The skies that had been blue and bright. 
How fast they darkened into night! 

And will you ne'er turn back, dear? 

And shall we never meet? 
Do no glad cries come up the road? 

No swift returning feet? 
Half-way to meet you I would run, 
Tho* long the way and set the sun. 

Alas! the days go on, dear; 

How dulled the daylight seems 
Since you went down the road, dear. 

And left me to my dreams — 
Left me to bear my weary load 
As I toil after, down the road! 

Idaiufe 1danbr(bse 

Sweet and low, sweet and low. 

Wind of the western sea; 
Low, low, breathe and blow, 

Wind of the western sea! 
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UPON a mountain height, far from the sea, 
I found a shell; 
And to my listening ear this lonely thing 
Ever a song of ocean seemed to sing — 
Ever a tale of ocean seemed to tell. 

How came this shell upon the mountain height? 

Ah, who can say 
Whether there dropped by some too careless hand, 
Whether there cast when oceans swept the land, 

Ere the Eternal had ordained the day? 

Strange, was it not? Far from its native deep 

One song it sang: 
Sang of the awful mysteries of the tide. 
Sang of the storied sea, profound and wide — 

Ever with echoes of old ocean rang. 

And as the shell upon the mountain height 

Sang of the sea. 
So do I ever, leagues and leagues away. 
So do I ever, wandering where I may. 

Sing, O my home! sing, O my home, of thee! 
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THERE came a voice at midnight through the 
rain, 
The knocking of a hand upon my door; 
" Open, my heart! " the sweet voice pleaded sore; 
" Open; how long wilt thou deny my pain? " 
And I but stirred, and turned to dreams again. 
Heavy with fumes of poppy and of mandragore, 
And while all night tempestuous winds did roar. 
Broken with tears the voice cried on in vain. 

Now I awake at dawn and understand; 

" Down, thou wild heart; He yet may wait," I say; 
And I unbar the door with trembling hand: 

Only the rose-gold hills that front the day. 
Only dark leagues on leagues of forest-land: 

So I am grown a-sudden old and gray. 



The night has a thousand eyes, 

And the day but one; 
Yet the light of the bright world dies 

With the dying sun. 
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THE winds are up with waking day 
And tumult in the tree. 
Across the cool and open sky 
^Tiite clouds are streaming free. 
The new light breaks o'er flood and field. 

Clear, like an echoing horn; 
While in loud flight the crows are blown 
Athwart the sapphire mom. 

What though the maple's scarlet flame 

Declares the summer done. 
Though finch and starling voyage south 

To win a softer sun; 
What though the withered leaf whirls by 

To strew the purpling stream? 
Stretched are the world's glad veins with strength; 

Despair is grown a dream! 

The acres of the goldenrod 

Are glorious in the hills; 
Though storm and loss approach, the year's 

High heart uplifts and thrills. 
Dearest, the cheer, the brave delight. 

Are given to shame regret. 
That, when the long frost falls, our hearts 

Be glad, and not forget! 

ceorCei 6. <B, (Bo6er^ft 
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STANDING where the sunset embers, 
Crumbling, fall adown the skies. 
Autumn muses and remembers. 
Bending stern regretful eyes. 



The imperious purple burning 
From her cheek hath waned away. 

And her bosom feels but yearning 
For the golden yesterday. 

Though her kingdom fall asunder 
Through seditious winds and frost, 

And the drums of Winter thunder 
And she sees that all is lost; 

Yet her royal pride ensureth 
That none whisper word of scorn: 

Haggard, baffled, she endureth, 
With a spirit upward borne. 

Eyes that love her grieve serenely 

At the pathos of it all — 
In her bounty free but queenly 

Now unbending in her fall. 

€^t90r^ ^. (9. (dentine 
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UNFLINCHING, firm, upon the wrinkled rock 
The lichen clings, tho' skies be void of 
ruth; 
If thou wouldst meet unscathed life's warfare shock 
Thus must thou cling to truth! 



Yet there is something in the air to^Iay — 
What is it? — sighing Summer's day is done, 
Though Psyche float and circle in the sun. 

And wayside weed and garden-bed be gay. 

Here waves the cotton-sedge, grown ghostly gray — 
There stretch the withered corn-fields. One by one 
Queen Summer's brilliant courtiers vanish; none. 

Except the roses, to the end will stay. 

It is as if, arrested. Summer stood — 
A fugitive queen, yet royal — with raised hand 
Commanding silence, wherefore not a breath 

Breaks the deep stillness of the waiting wood. 
While with sad eyes she looks across the land 
For his approach whose coming is her death. 
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DRY leaves across the roadway blown, 
And cornstalks in the brown fields strown; 
A few dull yellow blooms that stand 
As sentinels at either hand. 
And barren sticks of sedgy broom 
Where two or three late locusts boom. 
Chill winds sweep down the mountain way; 
The skies are leaden-like and gray. 



And on the beach the waves roll in 

With sullen roar and stubborn din. 

The dead vine rattles in the breeze 

And the breeze goes moaning through the trees. 

A stiff blast steadies yonder vane, 

And from the east a driving rain 

Comes dashing on the window pane. 

2omu ($ttti d^tnui 



I see my way as birds their trackless way. 

I shall arrive! What time, what circuit first I ask 

not. 
In some time — His good time — I shall arrive. 
He guides me and the birds — in His good time. 
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THE Wind Horses break from their prisoning 
stalls, 
And plunge thro' the night as it deepens 
and falls; 
They dash over mountain and valley and plain — 
Disdainful of halter or bridle or rein. 

Like powers of darkness, like spirits from hell. 
No reason can stay them, no menace can quell. 
No terror can daunt them, no threat can delay — 
Pursued and pursuing, they gallop away! 

The sound of their rage is abroad in the land. 
Now shrill with invective, or hoarse with command, 
As neighing with terror or screaming with fright 
They drive thro* the shadows and sweep thro' the 
night. 

They charge like to squadrons, all mad for the fray, 
From north and from south and from far and away; 
They rally and grapple, or lunge to and fro. 
All earth for their enemy — nature their foe. 

They close from the front, from the rear, from the 

flanks, 
From the right, from the left, in undisciplined ranks; 
The ring of their hoofs as they trample and beat 
Proclaiming their line of advance or retreat. 
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Their manes are like whips as they toss in the air; 
Like lashes and scourges, they sting and they tear, 
Till clouds, all in tatters, go hurrying by — 
The vagabond imps of the turbulent sky! 

Their breath wakes the wrath of the slumbering 

main, 
Which tosses and rocks as a giant in pain — 
It beats on the shore and it hurls 'gainst the rock, 
Its frenzy impelling each furious shock. 

But on thro' the shadows, on, on thro' the night, 
The Wind Horses sweep to the left, to the right; 
With prance and with curvet they gallop and wheel 
As forward they sway or as backward they reel. 

The morn dawns at last and the sun shows his face, 
And frowns as he girds up his loins for a race — 
Defeated and sullen and angry and sore, ' 
The Wind Horses creep to their caverns once more. 

If I should live to be 

The last leaf upon the tree 

In the spring. 

Let them smile as I do now 

At the old forsaken bough 

Where I cling. 

df<t>er (to. Uotmu 
24 369 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE scented fields that made the summer's 
splendor 
Are clad in rustling seeds and stubble dry; 
The cuckoo's notes, so weird and yet so tender. 
Sink into echo, and in silence die. 

With wistful eyes we look where lupines gleaming 
Stand palsied by the breath of sudden frost, 

And think how one more day of song and dreaming: 
In shadows of the leafless wold is lost 

Not lost while all the stars above are bending 
Their silent watches through unfathomed space. 

And spheres of light upon the hills descending 
To see this change in chastened nature's face. 

Give thanks for sun and dew and love and flowers. 
For dawn and eve, for life and labor's quest; 

Thanks for our meed of youth, for rapturous hours. 
For folded hands and — ^best of all — for rest 

Life all past 
Is like the sky when the sun sets in it, 
Clearest when farthest off. 
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" More Poets yet! " I hear him say, 

Arming his heavy hand to slay; 
" Despite my skill and ' swashing blow/ 
They seem to sprout where'er I go— 

I killed a host but yesterday! " 

Slash on, O Hercules! You may: 
Your task's at best a Hydra-fray; 
And though you cut, not less will grow 
More Poets yet! 

Too arrogant! For who shall stay 
The first blind motions of the May? 

Who shall out-blot the morning glow? 

Or stem the full heart's overflow? 
Who? There will rise, till Time decay. 
More Poets yet! 
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NOW comes the graybeard of the north; 
The forests bare their rugged breasts 
To every wind that wanders forth; 
And in their arms the lonely nests 
That housed the birdlings months ago 
Are edged with flakes of drifted snow. 

No more the robin pipes his lay 

To greet the flushed advance of morn; 
He sings in valleys far away; 
His heart is with the south to-day; 

He cannot shrill among the corn, 
For all the hay and corn are down 

And garnered; and the withered leaf, 
Against the branches bare and brown. 

Rattles; and all the days are brief. 

An icy hand is on the land; 

The cloudy sky is sad and gray; 
But through the misty sorrow streams, 

Outspreading wide, a golden ray. 
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ROAR, heartless North! distend your icy jowl; 
I, straining homeward through the chok- 
ing snow, 
Lean hard into thy winds, that shrieking blow 
Athwart the trees and in the gullies growl. 
Along the blast is hurled a helpless owl, 
Like some dim, muffled, hellward driven woe, 
And all the storm-bleared stars but vaguely glow 
Above the world that seems so cold and foul. 
But ah! my North, the pain that's in the cold 

White tempest pouring from thy bitter mouth 
But faster spurs me to yon dear, warm fold, 
Where love my hearth makes sweeter than the 
South; 
As love at last unto its Home of Gold 
Draws us through pain from out life's storm and 
drouth. 

^{Da9 (^Cffon dtrr 



There is a sorrow in the wind to-night 
That haunteth me; she, like a penitent. 

Heaps on rent hairs the snow's thin ashes white 
And moans and moans, her swaying body bent 
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SHARP are the thrusts of this keen-bladed wind 
'Gainst which I hug my mantle; frosty 
grim 
Its arctic surge into my eyes — so dim 
With night and tears I scarce my way can find; 
No sleighs to-night, with music ring behind, 
T' o'ertake my wavering steps; no starry beam; 
No skaters gliding o'er the frozen stream 
With shouts and songs sweet to the cheerful mind; 

But the wild-wailing north, the courier-sweep 
Of airy cars with frosted fire-dust laden. 
Winter's white harvest, winnowing to and fro; 
Sad-hearted, I not care, though I should sleep 
Wrapt in a shroud cold as some hapless maiden 
Has wound about her by the outcast snow. 



Jhmsef 

Like some huge bird that sinks to rest 
The sun goes down — a weary thing — 

And o'er the water's placid breast 
It lays a scarlet, outstretched, wing. 

gerfiert qmi9fMr5 
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THE cheerless sun hangs low; the harsh north 
wind 
Blows with a bitter breath from off the sea; 
Brown are the southern slopes, where lately dinned 
The gauzy locust and the golden bee. 

The idle fishers as they seaward gaze 
Dream of the silvery spoil their nets have won, 

And fondly revel in the vanished days — 
Fairer than when their glowing course was run. 

Their mazy nets drift useless on the gale; 

Their boats along the barren shore are strown; 
And but the billows* never-ending wail 

Beats on the ear in dreary monotone. 

Gone are the ships which bore in Summer's prime 
The wealth of prosperous ports: a single sail 

Flits on the sea's dim verge a little time, 
Then fades and is forgot like some fair tale, 

And all is vacancy — save when, maybe, 
A sea-bird hurrying through the falling night. 

In from the sterile pastures of the sea. 
Sweeps silent as a shadow 'thwart the sight. 

O fruitless earth! O empty sky and sea! 

O wailing waves! O chill and bitter blast! 
Where shall the doubting soul for comfort flee 

Till all this dreariness be overpast? 
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UN WARM ED by any sunset light 
The gray day darkened into night, 
A night made hoary with the swarm 
And whirl-dance of the blinding storm, 
As zigzag wavering to and fro 
Crossed and recrossed the winged snow: 
And ere the early bedtime came 
The white drift piled the window-frame, 
And through the glass the clothes-line posts 
Looked like tall and sheeted ghosts. 
So all night long the storm roared on: 
The morning broke without a sun; 
In starry flake, and pellicle, 
All day the hoary meteor fell; 
And, when the second morning shone, 
We looked upon a world unknown. 

A smooth white mound the brush-pile showed, 

A fenceless drift what once was road; 

The bridle-post an old man sat 

With loose-flung coat and high cocked hat; 

The well-curb like a Chinese roof; 

And even the long sweep, high aloof. 

In its slant splendor, seemed to tell 

Of Pisa's leaning miracle. 

3o9n etttnttaf fW^ifitr 
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A COLD mist, motionless and gray. 
Sleeps on the dark moors where the glow 
Of the last sunlight of the day 
Scarce strikes a sparkle from the snow; 
The red sun in the murky west 

Sinks to his rest 

The red sun sinks; his ways grow dim. 

From earth and heaven, east, south, and north, 
And from the west that welcomed him. 

No voice or murmur stealeth forth 
To break the sombre calm and tell 

His last farewelL 

Nowhere is any life or sound; 

Only, at times, far off you hear. 
Across the dry and barren ground, 

Strange crackings from the ice-blue mere. 
The moorland like a dead thing lies 

Beneath dead skies. 

^iSbnitt ^. ^jTCMider 

Upon the sea the pictured moon 

Floats like a golden shell; 
On the dark sky their mystic rune 

The constellations spell. 
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THE wind goes sobbing over the moor; 
Far is the fold and shut the door; 
White and still, beyond terror and shock, 
Lies the foolish lamb that strayed from the flock, 
While overhead, from its frozen branch, 
With a tender pity, true and staunch. 
Thus sings the robin: 

Why was I given bold, strong wings 
To bear me away from hurtful things. 
While thy poor feet were so tender and weakly. 
And thy faint heart gave up so meekly, 
Till it yielded at length to a still, safe hand 
That bade thee lie down, nor try to stand? 
Was it hand of heaven? 

The wind goes sobbing (thus sang the bird. 
Or else in a dream its voice I heard) : 
Nothing I know, and nothing I can; 
Wisdom is not for me, but man, 
Yet some snow pure, snow-soft, not snow cold, 
May be longing for lambs strayed from fold. 
Besides poor robin. 
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WILD weather outside where the brave ships 
go. 
And fierce from all quarters the four 
winds blow — 
Wild weather and cold, and the great waves swell, 
With chasms beneath them as black as helL 
The waters frolic in Titan play, 
They dash the decks with an icy spray. 
The spent sails shiver, the lithe masts reel. 
And the sheeted ropes are as smooth as steel. 
And oh that the sailor were safe once more 
Where the sweet wife smiles in the cottage door! 

The little cottage, it shines afar 

O'er the lurid seas, like the polar star. 

The mariner, tossed in the jaws of death, 

Hurls at the storm a defiant breath; 

Shouts to his mates, through the writhing foam, 

" Courage! please God, we shall yet win home! " 

Frozen and haggard and wan and gray, 

But resolute still; 'tis the sailor's way. 

And perhaps — at the fancy the stern eyes dim — 

Somebody's praying to-night for him. 

Oh, breathe a prayer from your happy lips 
For those who must go " to the sea in ships." 
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WHEN Night stalks in! 
A veil of sombre, ragged lace 
Is thrown across the fair moon's face; 
The demons of the upper air 
Are howling, shrieking everywhere; 
They raise one universal shout 
As Heaven's lamps are blotted out, 
And haggard Night, amidst the din. 
Is swiftly, surely ushered in. 

When Night stalks in! 

The sooty clouds drop slowly down. 

And fogs of dingy yellow crown 

The chimney tops. The feeble glare 

Of lamps illume the outer air; 

Anon, the sweeping rain and sleet 

Invade the darkened, slush-paved street 



When Night stalks in! 
The river, lashed by icy rain, 
With sullen moan betrays its pain, 
And, rushing past the bridge's piers. 
It foams and frets in useless tears. 
Along the wet, deserted street. 
Where traffic's pulse was wont to beat, 
Dense blackness holds, and o'er the town 
Night's sable garments settle down. 

^amu Q^f omifor 
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WINTER rose, by what enchanting power 
Was wrought thy shining miracle of bloom? 
Who hid from thee the golden, glowing hour 
That turns to Summer this December gloom? 

What thrilling impulse, like a hidden fire. 
Melted the snows wherein thy heart doth hide? 

What tender memory, what dear desire 
For the fond Sun, thy lover long denied? 

Haply the June forgot thee when she cast 
Her riotous bloom o*er hill and field; 

Now the poor, beggared earth doth hold thee fast. 
Like the last gold a spendthrift's purse may yield. 

O sweet, wild flower! Thine is a happier doom. 
Though frosts may blight, than Summer blossom 
knows. 

Better be one rose in a world of gloom 
Than *midst a million roses but one rose. 

O heart, so near love's Winter time, take heed! 

Spend not all thy wealth at Summer noon; 
I^eep thou one last, fair flower till time of need 
To turn thy drear December into June. 

ibuMn(^orr fltpotbinq 
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ALONG the West, in solemn grandeur piled, 
The vast cloud-mountains lie, built up in 
black 
And gold and amethyst, with crimson depths 
And purple under-glows: and on the heights. 
Among the shining peaks, we ssem to see 
The walls and gates of pearl, and lifted domes 
Of the Celestial City, and far off. 

And faintly flashing in the enchanted air, 
The wings of circling angels; and our souls 
Cry out, " O God, breathe on Thy picture fair. 
And fix its colors on the canvas blue! " 

But so it is 
That He may paint and hang sublimer scenes 
Before our eyes. Behold, to-morrow night, 
In place where this rich picture hung. 
The Storm King riding in his car of gloom. 
The lightnings playing 'round the thunder-heads. 
And all the battle-banners fierce fiung out 
Before the tempest's charging front; and then 
The morn, all other moms unlike, and noon 
With radiant strength, and eve again, and calm 
Of midnight stars — and over all the voice 
Of Him who sits upon the Throne: " Behold, 
I make all things anew." Be still, my soul! 

3. C* ®c9(irran5 
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THE snows fall deep, the snows fall fast, 
And the lights are out of the sky; 
The moan, O the moan of the Winter wind, 
And its wail as it scurries by! 

The laurel-brake and the maiden-hair 

Seem dead as the hopes of May; 
I stand alone beneath the pines, 

And the mountains stretch away. 

The wolfs hoarse howl, the jackal's bay, 

Or the least of nature's signs 
Would music, welcome music be 

Amid these mountain pines. 

From the cold gray earth to the cold gray sky 

They reach like plummet-lines. 
And I am but an unseen speck 

Amid these mountain pines. 

Tis winter, yet there is no sound 

Along the air 
Of winds along their battle-ground; 

But gently there 
The snow is falling — all around 

How fair, how fair! 
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IN a valley, centuries ago, 
Grew a little fern-leaf green and slender, 
Veining delicate and fibres tender. 
Waving when the wind crept down so low; 
Rushes tall, and moss, and grass grew round it; 
Playful sunbeams darted in and found it; 
Drops of dew stole down by night and crowned it; 
But no foot of man e'er came that way; 
Earth was young and keeping holiday. 

Earth, one time, put on a frolic mood, 

Heaved the rocks and changed the mighty motion 

Of the strong, dread currents of the ocean; 
Moved the hills and shook the haughty wood; 

Crushed the little fern in soft, moist clay. 

Covered it, and hid it safe away. 

O, the long, long centuries since that day! 
O the changes! O, life's bitter cost 
Since the little useless fern was lost! 



A shadow falls upon the silent rill. 
And night has closed the eyelids of the year. 
^oHon Sraniltn |5om 
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FROM out the sunless, snow-bound north 
The cruel Ice King issued forth, 
And, speeding south, with chilling force 
He swept the flowers from his course. 
He locked the river in a vise. 
And set his teeth of flinty ice 
Deep in the bosom of the lake; 
And where the long sedge-grasses quake 
He placed his heavy, ice-clogged feet 
And trailed a snowy winding sheet 

The luscious autumn fruit he nipped. 
The singing brook he fiercely gprippcd. 

He climbed the mountain, gray and tall. 

And frowned upon the water-fall; 

One bubbling cry, one final leap. 

And, wrapped in dreamless, death-like sleep. 

The waters stand a glassy tower. 

To show the Ice King's wondrous power. 



Many sorrows have come and gone; 
Pain has tarried — ^and then passed on. 
" That passed over, and this may, too." 
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THE wind that blows from the main 
Is a strong wine for the brain, 
And the surges dashed with rain, 
Or touched by the sunbeam's feet, 
Are a wine for the heart full sweet; 

The liquor the sea-gods quafif, 
Laying by the three-pronged stafiF, 
While the vintage, as they laugh, 
Into bubbles and white foam shakes. 
And over the huge brim breaks. 

Yet are the sea-gods sad. 
For the sea-wine makes not glad 
When their revel is most mad; 
And their laughter, like a dirge, 
Rolls landward with the surge. 



Brown earth-line meets gray heaven, 

And all earth looks sad, 
But love's the little leaven 

That works the whole earth glad. 
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AND so, life's mom and noon are gone. 
Cooler the breezes come; 
Those who have journeyed on before 
Are looking for us home. 

To us how soon the unconscious years 

Have winged themselves away! 
The dates keep dropping out of time 

As stars from out the day. 

Before us the dark river flows, 

The crossing, too, is near. 
But our.duU ears detect no sound. 

And our dim eyes no fear. 

For One who has been with us long 

Will lead us safely o'er. 
Until our souls shall gain the height 

Of the celestial shore. 

And so, we leave it all to Him; 

His time and way are best. 
Assured that with Himself He gives 

To us His perfect rest 

#ntia (^lur HimeCef 
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THE oaks are bare, the laurels stark, 
The birds to warmer lands have flown; 
The pines are green and singing — ^hark! 
Their song makes sweeter moan. 

For summer rich and winter lean, 

pine-tree, stalwart, straight, and strong. 
Give me the strength that keeps thee green. 

The grace that gives thee song. 

The dying sun from out the west 
Cast wide his golden shafts of light. 

And day, with heart transfixed, sank back 
Into the gentle arms of night. 

And as I watched the twilight clouds. 
Tinged red, it seemed to me as though 

1 saw the bleeding wound of day 
Stain all the sky a sunset glow. 

The hills of God lean near to-day, 
O Heavenly Guest, for airs blow sweet 
Their dreams of unseen Paradise; 
And bowed beneath the listening skies. 
While angels hallelujahs say, 
We feel the coming of Thy feet. 

§Xo€a ($ttt UanU 
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WINTER came; the wind was his whip; 
One choppy finger was on his lip; 
He had torn the cataracts from the hills. 
And they clanked at his girdle like manacles. 

His breath was a chain which, without a sound. 
The earth and the air and the water bound; 
He came fiercely driven in his chariot- throne 
By the tenfold blasts of the arctic zone. 

And the leaves, brown, yellow, and gray, and red. 
And white with the whiteness of what is dead. 
Like troops of ghosts on the dry wind past; 
Their whistling noise made the birds aghast 

The water-blooms under the rivulet 
Fell from the stalks on which they were set; 
And the eddies drove them here and there. 
As the winds did those of the upper air. 

Then the weeds, which were forms of living death. 
Fled from the frost to the earth beneath. 
Their decay and a sudden flight from the frost 
Was but like the vanishing of a ghost! 



(peret ^ftM^e Meffer 
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FAINT clouds that form a snowy ledge, 
And through the space that twilight fills, 
The gray half-moon with battered edge 
Sailing athwart the sunken hills. 

And in the west a ragged glint 

Of sunset splendor send its flash 
Where night and day, like steel to flint. 

All suddenly together clash. 

And down the chill wind's rustling flight. 

From out a waste of desert sky. 
Sinks, bubbling into vasty night, 

A wandering curlew's cry. 



Dusk blue above; white, marble white, below; 
And woven shadows of the swaying trees, 
That roar and moan like far-of]F rising seas; 
Frail, huddled weeds, complaining here and there, 
Like ghosts above their graves; and everywhere 

The snow, the endless snow — ^and still the snow. 



391 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



9^ecem0er tmnM^ 



A BARREN tree against the sunset sky, 
A brown, bleak tree, whose leaves of 
emerald sheen, 
Which singing birds were wont to peep between. 
Long since have fallen. Through its summit high 
The winter winds have swept with bitter cry. 
And left it desolate, a crownless queen. 
But beautiful, where golden clouds serene 
The sharp, black outlines fill and glorify. 

Midnight, and blackness, and the blast 

Of tempest-trumpets on the air. 
Calling the storm-fiends of the night to cast 

Their cruel, icy arrows everywhere. 

Morning, and the fair sunshine breaks 
O'er fields far Hashing like a silver sea. 

While glorified the frost-crowned forest wakes 
With dazzling diadems on every tree. 

I heard the deep low calling unto deep, 
I gazed above and saw the starry lyre, 
The constellations set, the crown of fire, 
The deep blue of night's sky, the blue of seas. 
The radiance of the moon, and heard the breeze 
Sobbing through tall, straight pines. . . . 
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EACH year I mark one lone outstanding tree, 
Clad in its robings of the summer past, 
Dry, wan, and shivering in the wintry blast 
It will not pay the season's rightful fee — 
It will not set its frost-burnt leafage free; 
But like some palsied miser all aghast. 
Who hoards his sordid treasure to the last. 
It sighs, it moans, it sings in eldritch glee. 
A foolish tree to dote on summers gone; 

A faithless tree, that never feels how spring 
Creeps up the world to make a leafy dawn, 

And recompense for all despoilment bring! 
Oh, let me not, heyday and youth withdrawn, 
With failing hands to their vain semblance cling! 

All night the fingers of the rain 
Have tapped against my window-pane; 
All night the sobbing of the sea 
E'en in my dreams has haunted me. 
Its restless waves, with white arms tossed 
On high, and sheeted like a ghost. 
Seem beckoning to me as I watch 
To see Day's white hand on the latch. 

Utttn ^. (pint^ffe 
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THE good Old Y«ar hath run his race. 
And the latest hour draws nigh; 
The cold dew shines on his hoary face, 
And he hobbles along with a listless pace 
To the lonely and snow-covered resting-place 
In the northern hemisphere. 

See how his stiff joints faint and shrink 

As the cold breeze whistles by; 
He hath a bitter cup to drink 
As he watches the sand in his hour-glass sink. 
Standing alone on the icy brink 

Of the gulf of eternity. 

He reels — he slips — no power at hand 

To check him from tumbling o'er; 
The hour-glass clicks with its latest sand. 
And each movement falls like the stroke of a brand 
On one already too weak to stand; 

He falls — ^he is seen no more. 

And, lot in the east a star ascends. 

And a burst of music comes; 
A young lord, followed by troops of friends, 
Down to the broad equator wends, 
While the star that travels above him bends 

O'er a sea of floating plumes. 
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TELL me, thou star, whose wings of light 
Speed thee in thy fiery flight; 
In what cavern of the night 
Will thy pinions close now? 

Tell me, moon, thou pale and gray 
Pilgrim of heaven's homeless way. 
In what depth of night or day 
Seekest thou repose now? 

Weary wind, who wanderest 
Like the world's rejected guest. 
Hast thou still some secret nest 
On the tree or billow? 

(pettf ^t»a^ Meff^ 

Art thou pale for weariness 

Of climbing heaven, and gazing on the carth> 

Wandering companionless 

Among the stars that have a different birth — 

And ever-changing, like a joyless eye 

That finds no object worth its constancy? 

fpttct (»B«*^ 9Mttt 
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TO-NIGHT, as on all Christmas eves, 
I think the moon in Palestine 
Silvers the grayly drooping leaves 
That on the Mount of Olives shine. 
And white as snows lie in the light 
On some remote and sacred height. 
The great blown-open flowers must be 
In the Garden of Gethsemane. 

And wide across the wilderness — 

Once trodden by such weary feet — 
How tenderly the skies must press 

With tingling darkness low and sweet! 
What strange, remembering thrills must run 
Through the cedars of Mount Lebanon, 
And how, in chrism where they spill. 
The dews of Hermon must distil! 

Oh, to be there this Christmas time. 

And see the heavens above one wheel. 
As when they opened in that prime 

And let great spirits forth! To feel 
With eager, trembling heart, perchance. 
Some mighty memory advance 
With trailing garments, while the soul 
Touches the hem, and is made whole! 

^^/fxttitt ^ttcott §hpoffbf ^ 
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THERE'S a song in the air! 
There's a star in the sky! 
There's a mother's deep prayer 
And a baby's low cry! 
And the star rains its fire while the Beautiful sing, 
For the manger of Bethlehem cradles a King. 

There's a tumult of joy 

O'er the wonderful birth. 
For the virgin's sweet boy 
Is the Lord of the earth; 
Ay! the star rains its fire and the Beautiful sing,. 
For the manger of Bethlehem cradles a King. 

In the light of that star 

Lie the ages impearled; 
And that song from afar 
Has swept over the world. 
Every hearth is aflame, and the Beautiful sing 
In the homes of the nations that Jesus is King. 

We rejoice in the light. 

And we echo the song 
That comes down through the night 
From the heavenly throng. 
Ay! we shout to the lovely evangel they bring, 
And we greet in His cradle our Saviour and King! 

2oMitt9 Mfktf fiottMib 
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AS I was going to Bethlehem town 
Upon the earth I cast me down 
All underneath a little tree 
That whispered in this wise to me: 
" Oh, I shall stand on Calvary 
And bear what burden saveth thee! " 



As up I fared to Bethlehem town 

I met a shepherd coming down, 

And thus he quoth: " A wondrous sight 

Hath spread before mine eyes this night — 

An angel host most fair to see 

That sung full sweetly of a tree 

That shall uplift on Calvary 

What burthen saveth you and me!" 

And as I gat to Bethlehem town, 

Lo! wise men came that bore a crown — 

" Is there," cried I, " in Bethlehem 

A King shall wear this diadem? " 

" Good sooth," they quoth, " and it is He 

That shall be lifted on the tree 

And freely shed on Calvary 

What blood redeemeth us and thee! '' 
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SOLEMNLY, mournfully. 
Dealing its dole. 
The Curfew Bell 
Is beginning to toll. 
Cover the embers. 

And put out the light; 
Toil comes with the morning. 
And rest with the night 

Dark grow the windows, 

And quenched is the fire; 
Sound fades into silence — 

All footsteps retire. 
No voice in the chambers, 

No sound in the hall! 
Sleep and oblivion 

Reign oyer all! 

The book is completed. 

And closed, like the day; 
And the hand that has written it 

Lays it away. 
Dim grow its fancies; 

Forgotten they lie; 
Like coals in the ashes, 

They darken and die. 
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FALL gently, snow of Christmas, 
The year is at its ebb; 
This garment that you're weaving 
Shall be its burial web; 
The hush of snow and darkness 

Gives shelter warm and sure. 
And wraps the world in silence 
As in a mantle pure. 

Some reeds on which we rested 

All broken lie to-day; 
Fall gently, snow of Christmas, 

And shut the sight away! 
Some prize of high ambition 

Has vanished into night-^ 
Waft it, O wings of Christmas, 

Divide our aching sight! 

And if the heart is bleeding 

From cruel pain and loss. 
We pray for calm submission 

Beneath our heavy cross; 
Ah, me! in sad bereavement 

What soul but pity craves? 
Fall gently, snow of Christmas, 

Upon our sacred graves! 

400 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



t9t (3)aYf(n0 of i9t ^ags 

THE year's long march at last is done; 
Through shine and shade it led me— 
And dark the way or fair, I know 
My Father's love has sped me; 
Sometimes o'er arid desert wastes. 

Sometimes through cool green meadows— 
His hand it was that guided me 
Through sunshine or through shadows. 

Now, at the parting of the ways. 

The backward path reviewing, 
I take my trusty staff again. 

The journey still pursuing; 
The pilgrim-shoon await my feet. 

And stretching far-off yonder 
The gleaming mile-stones point the way 

Where soon my steps will wander. 

What chance will meet me as I go— 

What gift will each day bring me? 
Will roses dot the smooth green slopes. 

Or thorns and nettles sting me? 
I may not know — I only trust 

My Guide and my Defender; 
To Him I now commit my ways. 

To Him my path surrender. 
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n09m SMb Comes 

WHEN Finis comes the Book we dose. 
And somewhat sadly Fancy goes, 
With backward step, from stage to stage 
Of that accomplished pilgrimage. . • • 
The thorn lies thicker than the rose! 

There is so much that no one knows — 
So much unreached that none suppose; 
What flaws! what faults! on every page 
When Finis comes. 

Still they must pass! The swift tide flows. 
Though not for all the laurel grows; 

Perchance in this beslandered age 

The worker, mainly, wins his wage; 
And Time will sweep both friends and foes 
When Finis comes. 



The end of life: 

The last leaves go. 
The journeyed footsteps grow 
Beneath the gentle, silent snow^ 

Fulfilment of December. 
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YET, haply, in some lull of life. 
Some Truce of God which breaks its strife. 
The worldling's eyes shall gather dew. 
Dreaming in throngful city ways 
Of winter joys his boyhood knew; 
And dear and early friends — ^the few 
Who yet remain — shall pause to view 
These gracious pictures of old days; 
Sit with me by the homestead hearth. 
And stretch the hands of memory forth 

To warm them at the wood-fire's blaze t 
And thanks untraced to lips unknown , 
Shall greet me like the odors blown 
From unseen meadows newly mown. 

I am not dead; I cannot die, 

The old year whispered with a sigh^ 

I pause to write a deathless name. 

Sometimes with joy, sometimes with shame. 

Upon the waiting scroll of fame; 

And when I turn again to you 

Ye look, and nod, and call me new. 

(^ore qgOAte^ ef orie 
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